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Everyone Can Use Some Sexual Aid 
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No one wakes up 
thinking, “Today 
rm going to 
abuse my child” 


Abuse is not some- 
thing we think about, it's 
something we do. 

Last year in Amer- 
ica, an estimated one 
million children suffered 
from abuse and neglect, 
and at least 2,000 of them 
died needless, painful 
deaths. 

The fact is, child 
abuse is a major epi- 
demic in this country. 

The solution? Part 
of it lies in your hands. 
With enough volunteers, 
local child abuse preven- 
tion programs could be 
formed to aid parents 
and children in their own 
communities. With your 
help, eighty percent of 
all abusers could be 
helped. Please. Write for 
more information on 
child abuse and what you 
can do. 

What will you do to- 
day that’s more impor- 
tant? 


A Public Service of This Magazine A 
& The Advertising Council e 
Counc 


We need 
your help. Write: 


National Committee for Pre- 
bo vention of Child Abuse, Box 
2866, Chicago, Illinois 60690 


SHOW & TELL 


EAT YOUR HEART OUT 


February is a month to get cozy be- 
tween the sheets with your Valentine 
and get into a relationship much like 
the one the major tobacco companies 
and the federal government have been 
enjoying for many years. Investiga- 
tive reporter and New York Times 
contributor RAY SCHULTZ was so 
shocked and angered by the grim 
evidence that he had uncovered while 
researching AMERICA’S BIGGEST 
PUSHERS: THE CIGARETTE COM- 
PANIES that he gave up one of his 
own trueloves—cigarettes. 

On the other hand, little love was lost 
between the federal government and 
the subject of this month’s HUSTLER 
PROFILE: SAM ROTH, THE MAN WHO PAVED THE WAY. BILL RYAN, a 
protege of Gay Talese, has put together the life of pioneer erotic publisher 
Roth, with the help of LESLIE HORVITZ, whose work may be familiar to readers 
of the New York Times Magazine. Horvitz's study of Roth might soon be dealt with 
in book form. 

While Roth was taking a strong public stand in defense of erotic literature, most 
smutmongers of his generation were dealing behind closed doors. While 
researching ANTIQUE EROTICA, our Associate Editor MICHAEL TOOHEY 
viewed a number of obscure erotic photos from around the world and came to the 
conclusion that we are all brothers when it comes to love of skin. 

For example, British turn-on material frequently involves spanking themes. 
Toohey, a former editor of the kinky sex tabloid Fetish Times, says he was inspired 
to write this month's SEX PLAY: THE EROTIC ART OF SPANKING by his 
English wife. 

The inspiration behind HUSTLER's February fiction by Screw editor M. V. 
CLAYTON was a bizarre incident that occurred during his leaner years, when 
hitchhiking was his major means of transportation. Clayton's powerful short story 
Manny & Faye appeared in the August 1976 issue of HUSTLER, and we're sure 
you will find the follow-up, THE SWEETEST GIRL IN THE WORLD, a com- 
parable literary achievement. 

JOE KOHL, the craziest cartoonist in the world, inadvertently surrounded 
himself with moral cripples when he joined the HUSTLER staff. STUMPED FOR 
LAUGHS (HIRE THE HANDICAPPED—THEY’'RE FUN TO WATCH) is the 
logical warped result of Joe’s new environment. 

When lame-duck art director Bob Flora flitted out the door, HUSTLER was left 
without an art department. However, the slack was more than taken up by 
ROGER CARPENTER, who came to us by way of San Francisco's City mag- 
azine, Rolling Stone and Fantasy Records. Roger is responsible for the new eye 
appeal in this and subsequent issues. 

We've also laid out some lovely ladies for your perusal. Our centerfold, ANNIE, 
along with SHIRLEY, CHASTITY and the softly rounded Honeys in A PREG- 
NANT MOMENT are all bound to have you wishing this were leap year—all the 
more time to enjoy HUSTLER's voluptuous Valentine gift. 


—Althea Flynt 
Associate Publisher/Editorial Director 
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ANYONE UP 
FOR SECONDS ? 


Let's face it, trying to keep up with HUSTLER isn't easy. We 

move fast—especially off the newsstands 
In case you missed copping a favorite HUSTLER piece last 
year, we're offering you another chance to score with 
The Best of HUSTLER #2—a gland-popping anthology 
of our second year's finest pictorials, editorial 

features and bent humor 
You'll get another taste of the nude Jackie O; 
Screw's Obscenity Trial; our 50-year-old 
centerfold; Butch and his Georgia Peach; 
Josephine, the half-man/half-woman, 
and much more 
When it comes to serving a second 
helping, HUSTLER delivers a 
satisfying spread. 
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Money order and credit card purchases 
will be shipped in 5 worki 
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STATEMENT 


AN OPEN LETTER 
TO PRESIDENT CARTER 


Dear President Carter, 

Before your election, | got on your case 
because you failed to answer a written 
request from me regarding your position 
on some important First Amendment 
issues, | did not support you, but you 
have now become our 39th president, 
and | think that you deserve the oppor- 
tunity to fulfill your campaign promises 
to the American people. 

During your campaign, you stresseda 
promise to break down the bureaucracy 
of big government. Politicians have been 
promising us this reform for years, but 
their only accomplishment has been to 
add to the mess by setting up com- 
mittees to study the feasibility” of new 
programs and creating new agencies to 
carry out their pet programs. 

Now that you are president, you have 
an opportunity to prevent America from 
sinking into a sea of red tape and 
becoming tangled in a web of govern- 
ment agencies. Today it is impossible for 
the average American to deal with the 
government quickly or efficiently. And 
it is becoming more and more common 
to have some federal paper shuffler try- 
ing to make his job—and himself—more 
important by terrorizing individuals at 
random. This has got to stop. 

The quality of government services is 
inadequate, mainly because bureau- 
crats are too busy trying to cover them- 
selves to be concerned with citizens’ 
needs. 

When you were governor of Georgia, 
you delivered on your promise to cut 
through the state’s bureaucracy, and 
there's no reason you can't do it again. 
| realize that the problem is even more 
complex at the federal level, but there 
are ways to improve the bureaucratic 
system. 

One way to accomplish this would be 
to reinstate the draft, with the stipulation 
that all eligible people be allowed to 
choose civil service jobs as an alter- 
native to military induction. 

During the war in Vietnam, some 
draftees claimed that they would be 
more than willing to serve their country, 
as long as they didn't have to kill or be 
killed. | can understand young people 
not wanting to get shot; but at that time 
there was little choice. As a result, many 


FEBRUARY 


young men who would willingly have 
served their country in a less violent way 
were forced to spend the rest of their 
lives in other countries, 

This controversy resulted in the all- 
volunteer army, which is fast proving to 
be a failure. Extra inducements like pay 
bonuses are a costly burden on the 
taxpayers and serve as little incentive. 
Furthermore, many people fear that a 
wholly professional army could be dan- 
gerous because it might be tempted in 
peacetime to start a conflict in order to 
justify its existence. 

With this proposal to reactivate the 
draft, we could develop a standing army 
from among those people willing to par- 
ticipate in active military service. The 
others could choose to serve two-year 
hitches in local, state or federal service- 
oriented agencies. 

It is rare that government jobs are 
filled by people with imagination, talent, 
energy and a desire to help their fellow 
citizens. Bureaucrats are oysters who 
come out of their shells only long enough 
to take in their paychecks. The rest of 
their time is spent ignoring the general 
public and brown-nosing their superiors. 
The job doesn't get done and the public 
gets screwed. 

The new draft could channel some 
of the best and brightest young minds 
into the service of their country. Psy- 
chologists and sociologists have been 
telling us for years why people are 
attracted to certain jobs. People in a 


particular field tend to share the same 
traits. Government employees usually 
share a lack of motivation. 

By bringing new faces and creative 
energy onto the scene, we can eliminate 
the stereotype of the overpaid, under- 
motivated bureaucratic jerk. People are 
always complaining about the quality 
of government. One way to improve 
efficiency is to force people to take an 
active role in government. 

Since these people would not nec- 
essarily view their temporary duty as a 
career, there would be little inclination 
to carve out power blocks that serve no 
purpose other than to perpetuate their 
existence. It would also be less prob- 
able that the new bureaucrat would 
make self-serving concessions to su- 
pervisors. In short, there would be a lot 
less bureaucratic ass-kissing. 

Other improvements are possible, too. 
Citizens constantly complain about the 
quality of law enforcement. So, it might 
be a good idea to mingle some draftees 
in among our local police personnel. 
These free-thinking individuals would 
not only keep the average cop on his 
toes insuch areas as Civil rights, but they 
would also enable police departments 
to employ qualified individuals without 
putting any additional constraints on 
their budgets. The career police officers 
would be working directly with people 
who have a Civilian’'s—rather than a 
policeman's—attitude, and they could 
gain a new perspective on their role as 
protector and public servant and no 
longer take the seamy side of life for 
granted 

Given this limited space, it would be 
impossible to outline all the specific de- 
tails of such a plan. But! feel that itis time 
to plant a seed of change. America is 
overdue for some drastic changes, and 
you've promised to make some. This is 
the most effective way | know to turn the 
government over to the people. Let this 
type of born-again bureaucratic system 
be one of the promises that you keep. 
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GIRLS AND FUN 
| read Penthouse, Playboy, Oui and Gallery, but 
HUSTLER is by far my favorite. Your pictorials 
are the best. 

| really loved the December 1976 centerfold 
“Candy: Sweet Inspiration.” She is now hanging 
over my couch. But “Lorilee: A Feel for It" was 
even better. This highly sexy and beautiful lady is 
enough to make me cream my shorts. | have 
never seen a more natural young lady in my life. | 

would vote for her for Honey of the Year 
Eric 
Miami Beach, Florida 


The feature “Lorilee: A Feel for It" in the 
December 1976 issue was truly one of the best 
I've ever seen, and the cartoon of Santa Claus 
being shot down by antiaircraft fire (by Trosley) is 
irreverent humor at its best. However, your tirade 
against Goldstein's joke (sick humor, as you 
called it) about Pat Nixon's stroke (Bits & Pieces, 
“A Matter of Heart”) was hypocrisy at its worst. 

Who the fuck are you to talk of “sick humor"? 
That issue contained the most stomach-turning 
swill ever to defile the pages of a magazine. |n 
part, your readers were sickened by the man 
blowing his brains out depicted on the back 
cover, a vile cartoon of a doctor smashing the 
face of an unborn child, a nauseating “fake 
abortion” and hideous portraits of VD-ravaged 
faces and genitalia. Perhaps all of this isn't really 
“sick humor", it's just sick. 

At least you didn’t include the putrescent brain 
of Larry Flynt. It might even have sickened him, 
though | doubt it 

T. E. Hilton 
Brooklyn, New York 


Larry has the brains of a genius. He keeps them 
in a jar on his desk. Our tirade against Goldstein 
was tongue-in-cheek. It was designed to make 
readers laugh, but you obviously missed the 
point 


VIRULENT VOICES 
There aren't enough superlatives to express 
my thanks for your article “VD: Suicide by 
Ignorance” (December 1976 issue), The photos 
depicting advanced stages of VD should be more 
than enough to get any rational person in for a 
checkup. 

Thank you, Mr. Baker, for your article 
Joy Jones 
Lawton, Oklahoma 


Your December 1976 issue was downright 
sickening. Your picture of Carter was degrading, 
and the gory VD pictures were terrible. Down with 
HUSTLER. Up with Playboy and Penthouse be- 
cause they respect their readers. 

C. Montgomery 
Tulsa, Oklahoma 


Though your magazine gets objectionable 
occasionally, | can’t think of anyone else who is 
taking a better stand for freedom of the press in 
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America. If people find your magazine gross or 
obscene, they don't have to purchase it 
| just read your article on VD (December 1976 
issue) and decided to write to you. I'm sure many 
people are ignorant about VD and are afraid to 
discuss the subject, but your open and infor- 
mative approach to the problem is a good start to 
really dealing with the disease. The pictures are 
enough to scare the hell out of anyone, and they 
should influence people to confront the problems 
of VD 
S. D. 
Williamsport, Pennsylvania 


Usually HUSTLER is as good an erotic mag- 
azine aS can be purchased: The women are 
supersexy, and the stories and articles are 
arousing and exciting. But when HUSTLER starts 
to take on the look of a medical journal, it’s time 
out. Though it is certainly factual and newswor- 
thy, the article on VD was the grossest possible 
turn-off for me. 

lf you want to crusade against cancer, VD and 
other illnesses, start a new magazine and call it 
“HUSTLER's Medical Advisor,” but don't blow 
your successful format. 

| won't continue to buy your magazine if you try 
to be sexy and gross between the same covers. 

S.G.G. 
Oklahoma City, Oklahoma 


ABORTED HUMOR 
| just received your December 1976 issue. 
Now, | get off on a lot of rude stuff, but the “Fake 
Abortion” in HUSTLER's Christmas gift guide 
really takes the cake. How low can you go? 
| had an abortion, and it’s been tearing me 
up ever since. It's hard enough living with the 
antiabortion commercials, but to have to see 
abortion as a joke is really too much. It hurts to 
live with what I've done, but | don’t need things of 
that sort to keep punishing me. 
| really like your magazine, but please knock off 
the abortion jokes and gags. I'm sure there are a 
lot of people like me who are tortured by this. 
|, W. 
New Haven, Indiana 


HUSTLER's humor and satire are designed to 
make people take a look at themselves. The 
consequences of your abortion have apparently 
taken a toll on you. Perhaps you will remember 
your response to our “Fake Abortion” and re- 
examine your values if you are faced with a 
similar situation in the future 


PUFFED OUT 

The letter written by Mr. Aspen in the De- 
cember 1976 issue of HUSTLER that stated, 
“Your public service ads against smoking are 
without a doubt the most disgusting pictures | 
have ever seen,” shows a severe lack of insight 
and extreme narrow-mindedness. 

As a respiratory therapist, | come into contact 
with many people every day who are either dis- 
eased or dying because they have smoked cig- 
arettes. No doubt anyone who has the audacity to 
call these pictures disgusting and revolting has 
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never had to treat or care for anyone who is dying 
from a chronic obstructive pulmonary disease 
caused by tobacco smoke. 

Hopefully this letter will be published just as an 
opposing view to Mr. Aspen’s. Your ads are 
excellent and should be continued even if they 
would only influence one person to stop smoking 

R. M. C. 
Greenwood, South Carolina 


FIENDISH REACTIONS 

Thanks for publishing the Charles Bukowski 
story The Fiend (November 1976 issue). This 
dirty old man has a way of ripping through the 
hymen of the media-hyped, self-righteous mo- 
rality that invades our living rooms daily. Ata time 
when man's brutality toward his fellow man is 
acceptable even on television (cops and rob- 
bers both wear clean suits), we need more Bu- 

kowski and a lot less of “Starsky and Hutch.” 
John Byrne 
Stockton, California 


The November 1976 issue of HUSTLER made 
me feel like | had been cheated. Your editorial 
on the presidential candidates really stinks. You 
should have printed the questionnaire that Carter 
supposedly didn't answer and let the readers 
decide for themselves. Also, where did you find 
the pound that housed the dogs in your pictorial 
spreads? I've seen better-looking women at an 
annual convention of the United Ugly Women of 
America. The only good-looking woman in the 
issue was Hilary. Finally, Charles Bukowski's The 
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Fiend went too far. Like most people, | got a hard- 
on from reading it and didn't pursue the matter 
further. But what about the guy who got turned on 
and wanted to fulfill his rape fantasy? Printing that 
story could be the downfall of your magazine. 
Nevertheless, to show my confidence in your 
magazine, I'm subscribing for a year. 
Charles E. Cline 
Harrisburg, Pennsylvania 


As our December 1976 interview with writer 
Charles Bukowski indicates, we did pursue it. We 
believe that such matters should be explored 
with special care. 


COMING ON 

| find your ad in the Washington Post disap- 
pointing because your “reward” is limited to 
women having affairs with congressmen. If you 
really want to expose corruption on The Hill, 
expand your offer to include men who are having 
affairs with congresswomen or those having af- 
fairs of a homosexual nature. If your offer is ex- 

panded, | may be in contact with you. 
A Resident of Capitol Hill 
Washington, D. C. 


Through an oversight, we neglected the minor- 
ities in Washington. We feel it is our duty to ex- 
pose all types of corruption, so all of you should 
come out of the closet and contact us. 


THOUGHT FOR THE FUTURE 
“What a Choice” (Statement, November ‘76 
issue) really lays it on the line. | hope others get 


their shit together and start fucking with these so- 
called politicians who are supposed to be run- 
ning the country. 
Keep up the good work! 
Sheila Bunker 
San Diego, California 


In your November 1976 Statement, you said 
that Americans didn’t have a choice for presi- 
dent. | agree with you 100 percent. But you didn't 
endorse anyone for president. If you had, it would 
have been beneficial. 

Although it’s too late now, maybe in 1980 your 
magazine could urge its readers to stage a write- 
in campaign. We might not win, but we'd sure 
show those shithead politicians that we are a 
major force to contend with. 

Michael Kuzma 
Buffalo, New York 


REFORMING THE CAN 

Before | begin, | think it is appropriate to 
indicate that I'm an inmate in the Attica State 
Prison. | realize that I'm here, along with the other 
inmates, to pay for the crimes we have com- 
mitted. That's fine; but how in the ever-lovin’' hell 
can a man be reformed if he is deprived of a 
healthy heterosexual sex life. There is no law that 
prevents Conjugal visitation, only an arbitrary rule 
that a sick mind dreamed up. 

In California, all 12 prisons have conjugal visi- 
tation, but New York permits it in only one of its 
15 prisons. Additionally, conjugal visits are only 
permitted during the last six months of a sen- 
tence. Only through your letters can this rule 
be changed. Pick up that pen and paper and write 
to: Commissioner Benjamin Ward, State Office 
Building Campus-Bidg. 2, Albany, New York 
12226. And be humane. 

James Saunders #76-A-118 
Attica, New York 


I'm presently an inmate in an lilinois prison, and 
I'd like to say that HUSTLER is by far the most 
popular magazine sold here. 

You seem to have a way of being frank, and | 
think America needs more of that. So keep on 
keeping on! 

Also, how about doing an article on prison 
reform? 

Raymond L. Hardy 68118 
Vandalia, Illinois 


That's an interesting idea, and one that the staff 
has been kicking around for a while. We're 
interested in responding to input from all our 
readers, including those in prison. 


PRO POLICE 

As an unofficial spokesman for the Hatboro, 
Pennsylvania, police force, | thank you for the 
life-size, compassionate policeman posters. One 
of the posters is already displayed in the police 
department building. 

Perhaps those people who are not aware of 
your investigative reporting, public service ads 
and lack of liquor and cigarette advertising will 
now become acquainted with HUSTLER's work, 

Herman M. Miller 
Hatboro, Pennsylvania 
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UPTIGHT SPHINCTER 
Who was the supposedly straight mother- 
fucker who had the audacity to use the word 
faggot so loosely in the November 1976 “Asshole 
of the Month"? For his information, 99.9 percent 
of males are either homosexual or bisexual. | 
don't know any Superstuds who feel they can use 
the word so loosely. 
This type of language is certainly no help 
toward boosting the sales volume of HUSTLER. 
Charles Lucas III 
Knoxville, Tennessee 


For your information, .05 percent of the popula- 
tion believes that 99.9 percent of the male pop- 
ulation is either homosexual or bisexual. 


SHEILA CHIDES 
Thanks for featuring me as your centerfold, 
“Sheila: A Hard Worker” (November 1976), 
However, you made a mistake. I'm not 29 years 
old as you pointed out in your copy: I'm only 26. 
Sheila Underwood 
Columbus, Ohio 


We apologize for the error. But we'd like to say 
that at any age you’d be a knockout. 


BEAVER BEEF 

Though | consider your magazine tops, I'd like 
to know why you used pros to fill up the “Beaver 
Hunt” section in the October issue? |'m willing to 
pay any price for your magazine, but only if you 

keep up your usual fair practices. 
William L. Lyons 
Staunton, Virginia 


The models in “Beaver Hunt” are not profes- 
sionals by any standard in the trade. Perhaps 
they've posed for their husbands or friends often 
enough to have that professional air. 


PROPHET OF DOOM 

| think the popularity enjoyed by HUSTLER is 
due to its shock value—to some it’s even too 
shocking. Thus, HUSTLER is the risque publica- 
tion of the 70s. However, will it become as passe 
as Playboy? Will Flynt be tomorrow's loser as 
Hefner is fast becoming today’s? Perhaps | lack 
imagination, but | just don't see much future for 
magazines such as yours because they are 
rapidly becoming a bore. : 

Your magazine reminds me of a gross story | 
once heard. It seems a stripper was doing her 
thing and had everything off except her g-string 
and pasties. The audience just yelled for more. 
So she removed the remaining covering, but the 
audience kept yelling for more. Taking a knife, 
she slit open her stomach. The audience yelled 
for still more. Perplexed, she threw her intestines 
all over the stage, but the unsatisfied audience 
insisted on more. So she died. 

C. Christopher Patterson 
North Hills, Pennsylvania 


LET YOUR FINGERS DO THE TALKING 

You're a motherfucker for publishing a joke 
about a deaf-mute girl whose fingers were cut off 
so she couldn't squeal on her rapist (HUSTLER 
Humor, October 1976 issue). It’s obvious you 
love to insult the handicapped. 
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“OK, if you are only a mirage... 
a hallucination subject to the needs and fancies 
of my imagination... how come you're not giving me a blow job right now?" 


I'm a deaf-mute and president of a deaf-mutes' 
organization. | wrote a letter to the National As- 
sociation of the Deaf in Washington, D. C., and 
you'll be hearing from them soon. 

Let me say it again: YOU are a motherfucker. 
I've got a six-inch cock I'd love to shove in your 
ear just so you'd go deaf, and I'd love to shit in 
your mouth so you'd become a mute. 

Stanley Teger 
Elmwood Park. New Jersey 


If you think that was something, check out page 
89 of this issue and see what cartoonist Joe Koh! 
does to the handicapped. 


CARTOON CAPERS 

What the hell did that stupid, racist cartoon 
showing a black caught in a watermelon-baited 
mousetrap, drawn by that stupid, racist son of a 
bitch Dwaine Tinsley, mean? You sons of bitches 
and your goddamn white friends might think it’s 
funny, but you sons of bitches are wrong. Stick 

that cartoon up your ass. 

Fuck Joe Kohl, too! 

Larry Sims 
Lompoc, California 


I'm a regular reader of your magazine, and | 
feel that your treatment of blacks in the No- 
vember 1976 HUSTLER is highly offensive. 

When many in America are sincerely trying 
to broaden the mental horizons of the bigot- 
ed populace, you have chosen to perpetuate 
racism. As a white businessman you may not 
recognize blacks as your peers, but you cannot 


deny their voting or purchasing power. That 

power is a “double-edged sword,” and you will 

notice a significant decrease in your sales as a 
result of your blind insensitivity. 

C. Moore 

Los Angeles, California 


Our January Statement explains that we mock 

racial stereotypes, not the ethnic groups. Go 
back and reread it! 

Dwaine B. Tinsley 

Humor and Cartoon Editor 


COOZE COMMENTS 
Reading your magazine is a new experience 
for me. Your pussies really turn me on. And that’s 
new to me because I'm a pussy myself. What I'd 
like to see is shaved pussy. When do you plan to 
have one in your great magazine? 
A. Ramirez 
San Francisco, California 


You'll see one soon. Or, if you can’t wait, why not 
pick up a copy of The Best of HUSTLER #2? 


Recently it has come to our attention that your 
former talent coordinator, Debbie Alexander, has 
a lot more talent than you have given her credit 
for. While being secret admirers of Ms. Alex- 
ander, we have observed that she has a fantastic 
pair of legs and we'd like to see the rest of her. 

Thurber Village Gang 
Columbus, Ohio 


Look for Debbie in an upcoming issue. eS 
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ADVISE & CONSENT 


Advise & Consent /s a reader-orlented 
column designed to provide answers 
regarding sexual questions, fetishes, 
hang-ups or problems of a personal 
nature. If you have something on your 
mind, write to us. Direct all letters to: 
HUSTLER Magazine, Advise & Consent 
Editor, 40 West Gay Street, Columbus, 
Ohlo 43215. 


Edited by Pat Ryan 


My husband says he’s never seen anyone like 
me. One evening | came 27 times. He said he 
didn't believe it, but he loved it. It never happened 
until | met my husband. All| have to do is think of 
him or have him touch me. Is there something 
wrong with me that | come so often? 

Name Withheld by Request 
Tulare, California 


There is nothing wrong with you. Enjoy yourself 


My wife and | have been married for eight 
years. We have four children and have always 
enjoyed a great sex life. Recently, we began 
attending swingers’ parties with some friends 
One night a new, good-looking couple came to 
the party. | got it on with the wife, and her husband 
coaxed my wife into making it with him. Then this 
guy took off his pants and put her hands on his 
cock. It was huge. One girl grabbed a ruler and 
measured his cock at 11% inches. After this 


buildup, he started fucking my wife, and she went 
out of her mind with joy, yelling and screaming 
She came so many times she passed out 
The problem is that, although we still ball a lot, | 
only have 5’ inches, She wants to go back every 
week to the swingers’ party and always picks 
the “horse.” She claims she still loves me, but | 
overheard her telling a girlfriend she doesn't 
know what she'll do if this guy with “the best dick 
in the world” ever leaves. | thought size didn't 
mean anything. But if you could have seen my 
wife, you would have thought it meant everything 
in sex. What can | do? No matter how long or how 
hard | try, | can't turn her on like the “horse” did 
R.C 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 


A healthy vagina will respond to any size penis 
More importantly, the clitoris and vulva (vaginal 
entrance and external genitalia) are a woman's 
erogenous zones. So any size cock can do the 
trick. You are not physically inadequate. Most 
complaints about penis or vagina size arise when 
there has been a breakdown elsewhere in the 
relationship. Talk with your wife and explain how 
you feel. Find out from her what you can do to 
satisfy her. The novelty of fucking anew guy inan 
unrestrained atmosphere probably turns your 
wife on just as much as his dick does. You may 
simply require some new and different action to 
revitalize your technique and provide diversity. 
Swinging isn't always good for every couple, so 
reevaluate your participation. 


THANX 7O z BUSH- OS WE GA TCHIE N.Y. 


Both my husband and | get really turned on 
whenever he sucks my breasts. He says that 
there are pills | could take to make my breasts 
produce milk. If there are such pills, do | have to 
go to a doctor to get them? Also, tell me of any 
disadvantages. 

P.H 
Chicago, Illinois 


There are no pills that will cause a woman who is 
not pregnant to produce milk. Occasionally milk 
will be produced as a side effect of birth control 
pills, but that depends on the woman's system 
and the dosage of hormones in the pill. 


When |'m drunk, | can have sex with a girl for 
about 1% hours. But when I'm sober, it only takes 
15 minutes for me to come. Why is that? 

R.N 
Chattanooga, Tennessee 


Alcohol acts as a depressant on your central 
nervous system. A little booze will relax you, 
lower your inhibitions and allow you to become 
more easily stimulated. More liquor will relax you 
so much that it takes longer to be stimulated and 
reach orgasm. Consequently, you can screw 
longer. This can be a boon to both of you. But, if 
you drink too much, you may not be able to get it 
up. Remember: A drunk dick is a drag. 


| have read a lot of articles on the virtues of 
shaved pussies, but when | shaved my wife's, she 
just looked bare. It was not exactly a turn-on 
However, we found something that is much more 
stimulating. Using a regular Clairol hair-coloring 
kit, | bleached my wife's cunt hairs from black to 
golden blonde! My wife spread her legs, and | 
applied the compound, using a bundle of eight or 
ten Q-tips. We let the dye set for an hour. Then 
she showered it off under a heavy stream and, 
when the gooey purpie mess came off, she came 
out with a new blonde pussy. We then used a 
creme toner for five minutes or so. The first time 
we tried this, her roots didn't grow out black 
Instead, the new hair replacing the dyed hair was 
a salt and pepper color. After the next dye job, 
she developed dark roots, but that turns me on, 
too. Thought I'd pass this on to your readers 
M.A 
San Diego, California 


We checked with a hairdresser who specialized 
in dyeing and shaping cunt hair, and he assured 
us that tinting your twat is Sate if you are careful 
First, pretest your skin in the pubic area to make 
sure that you are not allergic to the dye. Second 
cover your thighs and vaginal lips with a good 
layer of cold cream. If some of the dye were to hit 
the sensitive skin and membranes in your pubic 
area, it could cause a rash, burning, etc. If any 
dye does touch the skin, wash it off immediately 
Apply the dye with care, following all package 
instructions. Your wife's new blonde pussy does 
sound like a real turn-on. 


(continued on page 108) 
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“Say, could you suggest an extra-strength pain reliever? My fucking head is killing me.” 
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Love Doll 


Leasure Time's inflatable Love Dolls have 
countless uses: traveling Companion, gag gift, conversation 
piece, bunk mate... 


EXPRESS ORDERING ... 24-hour toll-free service. Order now by calling 1-800-848-9107. quiet charm. Easy to beatat poker. Washable. 


(in Ohio, cali: 1-800-282-9216.) ‘s eS ‘ ‘ 
Stock #5100. $29.95 with pliable pussy and 
LEASURE TIME PRODUCTS ° P. O. Box 2206 * Columbus, Ohio 43216 » Cigmestically produced french mouth. 


Subtotal $¢-_ 
Ohio residents, add 
4% sales = jeverpana Mo tem Core Gs yaar 
Postage, handling 
and insurance —___ 2.0 


(feat ke 
+ am of legal age and understand that my product is 
Money order and credit card purchases will be shipped in 5 antes 30 days and will be replaced free of charge if 
working Gays or less. All orders are discreetly packed and lound defective due 0 craftsmanship. Otherwise all sales are 
promplly deltvered, (Add $2 tor formign orders } tinal (Dealer inquiries invited ) 


Please send: Please Print Oate __S- HU 277 l : S : 2 ve = 
Baia aicas wsicns @ sans Neen | Janie: She comes witha pulsating pussy, 
controlled by her own batteries and a remote- 
—_—. BABETTE love doll(s) (#5102) @ $59.95 Address | 
Extra AA peniite batteries (#0540) 
Bae batiaclag (0880) 166 BABETTE I ready to shake, rattle and roll. Stock #5101. 
@ 21or $1 Enclosed is my 0 check O money order (cash not | $49.95 
| with a gently vibrating electronic hand with 
| fingers that can be placed in the position of 
1 


—— JANIE love doilf(s) (#5101) @ $49.95 
control switch. Kick off your shoes and get 
@ 2 for $1 for JANIE City State Zip 
accepted), or charge to my 0 BA 0 MC: 4 Aa 
, Babette: Everything Janie’s got, along 
Signature your choice. Just imagine how many ways 


those magic fingers can please you. Stock 
#5102. $59.95 


ebruarys asshole is 

the New York Times. 

Calling itself a news- 
paper, the Times's function 
could be performed better by a 
well-worn corn cob, a vintage 
Sears Roebuck catalog or, bet- 
ter yet, that old standby, a 
handful of grass. 

By refusing to accept a pub- 
lic service ad from HUSTLER, 
the Times has earned a place 
in our anal annals. The ad, 
which was accepted and run 
by the Washington Post, of- 
fered $25,000 each to the first 
ten women who came forward 
with documented proof that 
they had had an illicit affair, at 
the taxpayers’ expense, with a 
U. S. senator or congressman. 
The manager of the Times's 
advertising, or censorship, de- 
partment, Bob Smith, refused 
the ad, claiming that it was a 
matter of “good taste.” 

We cannot believe that the 
same newspaper that brought 
us the Pentagon Papers has 
anything like a censorship de- 
partment. Censorship at any 
newspaper is about as appro- 
priate as sandpaper on a dildo. 
We expected the conservative 
crack lappers at the Washing- 
ton Star to reject the ad, which 
they did, but such syphilitic 


idiocy from the once great | 


Times is disillusioning. 

During far better days, the 
Times's hallmark was its pro- 
First Amendment stand. Now it 
seems that this once fiery atti- 
tude has been stifled by its 
shower-room affection with the 
power structure in Washington. 
Once referred to as the “good, 
gray lady of journalism,” the 
Times apparently has become 
toothless—no doubt from all 
the blow jobs she’s been giving 
to “special interests.” 

Could it be that the Times 
itself is the politicians’ whore? 
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ASSHOLE 


of the month 


Her courtship of big-money ad- 
vertisers might lead us to be- 
lieve so. 

One good example: Bloom- 
ingdale's recently ran an ad 
supplement to the Times Sun- 
day magazine in which an 
underwear model's pelt was 
clearly visible through her filmy 
panties. Where were all the 
boys in the censorship depart- 
ment then? Were they taking 
turns dropping the soap in the 
shower? 

When advertising bureau- 
crats have a say in a news- 
paper's content, it becomes 
little better than a suburban 
shoppers’ throwaway, and it 
deserves to be printed on six- 
inch, perforated squares—sin- 
gle ply. 

If their advertising policy im- 
plies support, then their adver- 


tising dictatorship is consis- 
tent with their acceptance of 
a military dictatorship, as evi- 
denced by an ad they ran from 
the Chilean government that 
denied the torture of political 
prisoners. 

Even more frequently, this 
political puppet in newspaper 
drag features full-page oil 
company propaganda that tells 
how these environmental rap- 
ists are working to make our 
lives better—at 70¢ a gallon. 

Under a free press system, 
advertising is supposed to bea 
game that anybody can play. 
But at the Times, you have to 
get your chips from the right 
people. And the right people 
are the same government hon- 
chos that the Times is shack- 
ing up with. The whole smelly 
crew deserves a royal flushing. 


Whip 
TpOut, 
Wimple 


Why would a full-grown man 
develop a toilet paper fetish? 
We can only guess at the 
reasons. Take Mr. Wimple, for 
instance, caught here with his 
pants down on the verge of 
performing an unnatural act 
with a package of ass wipe. 
Does he really get off on the 
paper, or does the old fart have 
the hots for the baby on the 
package? We may never know, 
since he ran away after this 
picture was snapped. 

But if "“squeezably soft” toi- 
let paper is the thing that sets 
Wimple’s wet wienie on fire, 
somebody ought to tell him that 
toilet paper is much softer and 
more squeezable after it's been 
used. 
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Bloomingdale's new under- 
wear catalog, Sighs and Whis- 
pers, illustrates how sex in ad- 
vertising is getting bolder as 
a tight money market makes 
the competition very fierce 
Bloomingdale's 
Avenue, New York, New York 


10022) commissioned French | 


HUSTLER 
at Home 


When you visit someone's 
home, what do you find on the 
coffee table? Plastic fruit, a 
Bible, a copy of Reader's Di- 
gest, HUSTLER... HUSTLER? 

Yes, if it is a contemporary 
home. Sam Oliver, who pho- 
tographed this for a cover of 
Springfield magazine in Ohio, 
said the cover was designed 
to depict a modern family in 
modern surroundings. "We felt 
if you went into a contemporary 
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erotic photographer Guy Bour- 
din to shoot the book, and the 
result is prime stroke materi- 
al: sullen bitch models with 
nipples and teasing snatches 
that peek through their filmy 
lingerie. And, unlike the usual 
nightie mannequins, Bourdin's 
insolent babes appear poised 


home, you'd find HUSTLER,” 
Oliver said. He also told us that 
Springfield has received some 
static about having HUSTLER 
on the cover, but the magazine 
received a greater number of 
compliments about using the 
“big-city” approach to make 
the cover scene current with 
national trends. 

Given HUSTLER'’s populari- 
ty, it's only fitting that Oliver's 


concept of modern living also | 


included placing a copy of 
HUSTLER on top of a Playboy 
issue for the shooting. If they've 
got it together on the coffee 
tables of Springfield, can the 


rest of the world be far behind? | 


for some fierce fucking—with 
each other, or with the closest 
man 

Bloomingdale's new fuck- 
me fantasy tableaux will really 
be welcome news to men 
whose dried-up wives will not 
allow HUSTLER in the house 
The store gave Bourdin a free 


oer 
—— 
omer 


or Sighs 


hand in designing the entire 
catalog, provided it would turn 
women on to Bloomingdale's 
seductive bedroom wear. But 
we suspect that turned-on 


husbands will be in the john, 
applauding the obvious erot- 
icism of Sighs and Whispers 
with one hand 
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L “Does this mean we're going steady?” 
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lf you're tired of the same old 
crap from the greasy spoon 
around the corner, then you 
could probably get into the 
menu of the Pussy Cafe, which 
would delight male and female 
epicureans the world over. The 


Pussy Cafe won't let your meat 
loaf. And their French-trained 
chefs use the famous cooking 
formula that involves the angle 
of the dangle and the heat of 
the meat. They're not content 
to let your hot dog rest idly in 
the slit of a warm bun. And the 
prices alone are enough to 
make your mouth water— 
pickled pussy at 60 cents anda 
banana split at 15 cents make 
eating out as cheap as eating 
at home. 


Trying to whip up a date and 
busting your hump to find a 
brand-spanking-new piece of 
ass? The chicks you hit on beat 
back your advances, and for 
once you'd like to get the upper 
hand? In Crowd may be your 
answer. This quarterly swing- 
ers’ magazine has a heavy 
emphasis on bondage and dis- 
cipline, not only in its four-page 
opening fiction but in the 60- 
plus pages of personal ads. 
Published by Executive Im- 
ports International, 210 Fifth 


Siu Crows 


Getting Your Kicks 


Avenue, New York, N. ¥.10010 
at $15 per year, In Crowd 
promises to send your sealed 
message—for a $2 fee, with 
half price for subscribers—to 
the person you'd most like to 
get your hands on. /n Crowd 
claims same-day service, in 
case you're champing at the bit 
to meet the girl with the lovely 
lashes. Probably the only thing 
that lonely bondage freaks will 
not like about /n Crowd maga- 
zine is that its cover is not 
leather bound. 
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triple 
Dipper 


Wouldn't you like a fresh dairy 
treat right now? The great part 
about dairy counters is looking 
over all the flavors available 
and selecting the number of 
scoops that hit the spot with 
your sweet tooth. And then, of 
course, there all those cute 


little dairy scoopers in short 
skirts and paper hats who gush 
and ooze with enthusiasm. 
The guys on the staff agree 
that their favorite dish is the 
beaver split at Dairy Quim. A 
couple of scoops of vanilla and 
one of strawberry, a fresh 
banana, maraschino cherries 
and hot chocolate syrup, all 
served up on a preheated pink 
platter to help this delicious, 
gooey snack to melt in your 
mouth—or in your hands. All 
you have to do is add nuts. 


Sticky 
Fingers 


A team of Swedish sexologists 
has been bringing nude male | 
and female models into a class 
of blind students to acquaint 
them with bodies of the op- 
posite sex—by touch—in what 


could be called a “feel day.” 
The students are handicapped 
in sex education because they 
haven't had a chance to see 
what's what 

It made us realize we'd never 
heard a blind guy say “Look at 
that ass!’’ We also wondered if 
blind chicks can have wet 


The Billion-Dollar Bird 


Pictured here is former Vice- 
President Nelson Rockefeller 
carrying on a family tradition by 
instinctively reacting to some | 
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protesters at Binghamton, New 
York, who had given Rocky a 
one-finger salute. It was merely 
one of several recent episodes 


in which old Captain Coins 
stepped on his own pecker in 
public. He had previously ac- 
cused Senator Henry Jack- 
son's staff of practicing com- 
munism; then he announced 
that Castro killed Kennedy, and 
finally he ripped a sign from a 
Ron Reagan delegate at the 
Pachyderm Party convention. 

Rocky may not really give a 
shit about his waning political 
career, but he does have a 
family image to uphold—the 
“fuck-you-all” 
Gotrocks. Fortunately for the 
decent folks at Binghamton, 
the protesters weren't mooning 
the Rock, since he most likely 
would have responded in kind, 
according to his wife's motto: 
“Tit for tat.” 


attitude of the | 


| 


dreams about Robert Redford. 

But letting blind kids get a 
feel for sex is only a first step 
Some embarrassing bedroom 
moments must still be over- 
come. For instance, agirl trying 
to suck off some guy's thumb, 
or a man frantically working to 
ease his cock into a chick's 
navel, 

However, we are sure that 
class attendance must be up— 
among other things. 


Mellow 
Yellow 


It starts in grade school, when 
you learn that you can control 


| nature's call until the pressure 


is too much and you finally 
unleash a spray that reaches 
the far wall of the rest room. 
Then you begin to apply the 
fine points of penmanship to 
fresh snowfalls, beaches, the 
walls of Peggy Sue’s house 


| and, if you are brave enough, 
| the principal's car. 


Now it appears that Peggy 
Sue may be able to leave a 
message on your front door. 
This spraddle-legged beach 
bunny is demonstrating the 


frightening and far-reaching 
effects of that women's lib 
disease called “penis envy.” 
Disheartened studs are finding 
“Urethra Power” sprayed on 
their favorite sand dunes or 
subway walls. 

It's only the beginning. The 
next thing you know, women 
will be eating in restaurants 
right at the same tables with 
the rest of us. 


HUSTLER 


Most of us first learned about 
sex from animals. either by 
watching animals fuck or fuck 
ing animals. Either way, it was 
an educational experience 
However, as these pictures 
prove, some of our four-legged 
friends could sometimes use 


a lesson in proper sex tech- | 


niques. This circus trainer had 


to take on the role of a sex | 


Just what could force seven 
Alaska pipeline workers to risk 
frostbite of the fuck stick by 
stripping off their clothes and 
running bare-assed along a 
metal tube? Could they be 
chasing down some sweet Es- 
kimo pie, or perhaps a Caribou 
in heat? Then again, it’s possi- 
ble their assets—clothes and 
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counselor to convince Jumbo 
that the coziest place for his 
pecker was not under Mom 
bo's big ear flap. It could have 
become a pressing problem 
but Jumbo and the man are 
now close friends 

These three little pigs are 
unmistakably wolves when it 
comes to sex—or possibly the 
third little pig is just hamming it 


all—were spent during a wild 
weekend at Sol Iceberg’s Polar 


Pleasure Palace, and these 
guys are just making their way 
home by the most direct route 

Their reason must be good 
because it’s nippy in Alaska, 
even in the summer. In fact, it's 
cold enough to give real mean- 
ing to the term blue balls 


| 


| 


up. Animal three-ways are 
bound to be sloppy, and this is 
a Case where human guidance 
was sorely needed. At least 
these perverted porkers were 
smart enough to only fuck their 
own species 

Not so in the case of the 
unfortunate chicken with that 
literal wild hare up her ass 
According to a reader who sent 


in this picture, the hen died 
never knowing what hit her 
Had she lived, Easter eggs 
night nave been an early crop 

We all know that animals get 
it on. It's no big deal. But to find 
that our furry friends have gone 
kinky shocks even our moral 
sensibilities 

By the way, do you know 
where your pets are? 


Ever see a cashew get its nut? 
Maybe you thought that it was 
difficult to get these very shy 
creatures to come out of their 
shells, but HUSTLER caught a 
pair during a mating ritual akin 
to human romance. 

No research has ever been 
done on cashew organs, but 
with a stem like that one, he 
should be able to give her a hot 
roasting, to say the least 
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gun bearer’s ass a oh te 
goddess missionary would be 
his. He skipped the massacre 
of old women and children so 


Gf 


ck the river for 
t bringing Ripple 
and watermelons. She had run 


thathe 


a trac jing bh 


to the dock looking for a boat 
on which to escape 


Jackson leaped from the tal white she stammered over After the battle. the troops 
jungle grass, pounced on the | a over, and the contrast of ssed Mananumb kson 
pale, thin “Miss Barba” and f ‘ sSashis and neither he nor } 
began tearing at the skimpy | sex-starved totem dug into her were heard from again, But 


utfit she'd been wearing while creamy flesh like a spade. ungle legend tells of a blonde- 
teaching the nig-nigs ballet. At vever, the squish- haired Negress 


she was stunned as she squish of the native nook-nook fark junale 


on vho haunts the 


her eerie cry 


off the advances of the vas 


jvar f th We their mu Gimmeyoujohnson! Ooooo- 


This photo set may stir the fire 
in some faggot’s loins—but it 
loathing in the 
gnts. It's from 


a real hein ie-pokers 


strikes fear 


hearts of us str 


that aggressively 
promotes the pink flamingo 
way of life. Blueboy is the first 


lor slick publication that 
the 
way 


full-c 


be sold 


counter to Hershey 


humpers nationwide 
Closet cases who fear being 
rolled by their local newsdealer 


ay obtain a copy by sending 


ina perfumed envelope 


yt 33162 

Eventually we snatch-loving 
males may be forced to walk 
around with our backs to the 
wise up soon 


and begin burning dirt-road 
Romeos at the stake. With our 
luck, though, those masochis- 


tic peter eaters would probably 


WOU 


the 


laugh by squat- 


ting on the stake 
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Our never-ending search for 
skin led us to review the two 
most publicized nude beauty 
pageants of this past sun-filled 
season: Dick Drost's Naked 
City Pageant in Rose Lawn, 
Indiana, and the Ms. All-Bare 


Pageant in New York City. 

At Drost’s Midwestern sun 
club, his girlfriend (some say 
wife), Cheryle, is the perma- 
nent queen. But Dick has in- 
cluded a Miss Nude Teeny- 
bopper category to the event, 


Sex? 


* Photographer Ron Raffaelli’s 
artsy 1975 picture book Rap- 
ture permitted the coffee-table 
crowd to cop hard-ons while 
they babbled about the “sen- 
sitive compositions" and those 


“evocative textures" of Raf- 
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faelli's fuck photos. Now, Raf- 
faelli's making hard-core 8mm 


| which also features competi- 


movies and apparently aiming | 


them at the same class of art 


appreciation hypocrites who | 
think fucking is something that | 


should be done on a rubber 
sheet. 

The two Raffaelli films we 
saw, Dream Lover and Menage 
a Trois—from which we took 
this confused frame—are 
among those being offered for 
$25 by Diverse Industries, Inc. 
(7651 Haskell Ave., Van Nuys, 
CA 91406). In these movies, 
the maestro uses a fan and 
stark white or black backdrops 
to improvise a _ windblown, 
dreamlike setting. But that’s 
precisely the problem with Raf- 
faelli's artsy approach. 


tion for Mr. Nude Trucker, The 
winner in the minor leagues 
this year was Gina (photo, left), 
the firm-titted blonde perched 
with Cheryle on Dick's lap in 
this candid pose. 

The Ms, All-Bare Pageant, 
held in the Beacon Theatre in 
New York, culminated with only 
One winner this year after a 
three-day parade of prime 
flesh. The judges’ choice last 
year, Lisa Alligood, had to 
share the title with the winner 
announced by the pageant di- 
rector, Rod Swenson. The co- 
winner, Lynn Lindgren, did not 
appear at this year’s affair, nor 
did she materialize in a Pent- 


| house photo spread, as she 


was supposed to, according to 
last year's contest rules. 

Joey Ryder took this year's 
competition hands down after 
playing with her rock group 
in the new category of talent 
competition. She received her 
crown from Lisa (photo, right), 
but no bouquet of roses was 
offered, apparently because of 
the danger posed by those 
prickly thorns. 

It's difficult to get a job as 
judge of one of these contests, 
but that position might not be 
the piece of cake you think itis. 
It seems that no matter how 
you slice it, you're bound to 
come up with a split decision. 

—Alex Siodmak 


Fucking isn't a dream—it's 
a sweaty, jizz-stained reality. 
We would have traded all of 
Raffaelli's shots of bone-dry, 
hygienic humping for just one 
trashy loop of some soggy cunt 
being righteously stuffed by a 
hot duck-butter-crusted cock. 
Now that’s art! 


During a recent visit to Larry 
and Althea Flynt’s modest 23- 
room home, we had a chance 
to view the Flynt family album. 
We saw a photo of Larry ina 
raincoat he received for his first 


Christmas—and then this can- 
did photo caught our eye. Larry 
claims it’s not unusual for a 
Kentuckian to be hung to his 
knees, but we had to remind 
him that at age two your knees 
are a lot closer to your ass. 

As everyone knows, Larry 
has done a lot of growing since 
his second birthday, but no one 
is more aware Of it than Althea. 
She was hooked on Larry as 
soon as she found out his long- 
range plans included a probing 
interest in her future. So when 
Larry and Althea were united in 
marriage last August, it was no 
surprise to hear friends say, 
“Old ‘horse cock’ has done it 
again!” 


If you have any interesting or unusual Bits & Pleces con- 
tributions, pass them along to HUSTLER. We pay $50 for 
pictures, news Items, quips and stories that we publish 
in Bits & Pleces. HUSTLER buys all rights on material 
accepted for publication and will keep all material pur- 
chased. All submissions we don’t use will be returned If ac- 


companied by a stamped, self-addressed envelope. 
HUSTLER wants to thank—with a big 50 bucks—our 
February Bits & Pieces contributors: M. A. Argetsinger, 
Jerry R. Atwell, Donald Boyle, R. H. Dewey, Leslie 
Doucette, D. R. Goff, John Kohn, Buffy Oliver, Dan Sell 
and James Street. @ 
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“Now do you believe | love you?” 
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Finn Sex Bits «+ 


HUSTLER NEWS SERVICE 


cence _ | WATCH IT, MATE Wilf 1 Poor sor 


Sex Bits brings you news 
from around the world on 
startling discoveries and 
revelations, unusual gad- 
gets and research and a 
peek at the freakiest and 
most bizarre happenings. 
Presented monthly, these 
little quips of information 
will give any Hustler a 
well-rounded knowledge 
of what's really going on 
in the world and why it’s 
happening. 


CANBERRA (HNS)—A mar- 
ried Australian man could 
well face rape charges for 
getting a piece from his un- 
willing wife, if the Labour 
Government has its way. 
Currently, Australian law 
conforms to the almost uni- 
versal notion that wives are 
obligated to put out for their 
husbands. But, “we don't 
hold with that old-fashioned 
nonsense here,” Australian 
Attorney General Don Dun- 
can states, explaining the 


‘PINKMAIL’ ON THE RISE 


WASHINGTON, D.C. 
(HNS)—A Washington, D.c., 
police sergeant says that 
homosexual con artists are 
doing a thriving business 
blackmailing wealthy and 
powerful men in the nation’s 
capital. Most of the con 
games are familiar to police 
officers, and almost all of 


them involve gay sex. 
Sergeant William Harrison 
of the metropolitan bunko 


OLD ENOUGH 10 
KNOW BETTER 


SYRACUSE (HNS)—Many 
older people have given up 
sex because society has per- 
suaded them they no longer 
have a need for it, Or so 
say two Syracuse University 
researchers. “Sex and the 
elderly has been a silent 
subject,” according to a re- 
port written by Dr. Dan Ru- 
benstein, a sociology pro- 
fessor, and Judith Brier, a 
graduate student. 

Both Rubenstein and Brier 
claim that many of the elder- 
ly are getting discouraged 
from seeking sexual com- 
panionship because of all 
the myths, taboos and social 
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squad explains that in order 
for the swindles to be effec- 
tive, the con artists make 
certain that their potential 
victims have such important 
positions that they cannot 
afford to be exposed as 
homosexuals. Harrison says 
that his department finds it 
difficult to deal with the con 
men because of the reluc- 
tance of their well-known 
victims to cooperate with 
police. They just don't want 
the publicity. 

Apparently, the great num- 
ber of faggot VIPS makes 
D.C. a grifter's paradise. 


pressures that portray Sex as 
being only for young people. 
Furthermore, the Syracuse 
researchers say that elderly 
people may be penalized by 
loss of pension, social securi- 
ty or welfare benefits if they 
marry, The situation is fur. 
ther complicated by the fact 
that many old people frown 
on sexual activity Outside of 
marriage. 

The report scoffs at the 
notion that fucking is too 
strenuous for senior citizens. 
Its authors state that sexual 
intercourse is no more taxing 
than walking up two flights 
of stairs. And everyone ad- 
mits it's a lot more fun. 


reasoning behind legislation 
that would take away the 
man’s right to have sex on 
demand with his better half. 
“Our government believes 
that all laws which continue 
to treat a wife as the property 
of her husband must be 
abolished,” Duncan stated. If 
the law is changed, there 
may not be any reason to call 
Australian men “mates.” 


PORNO PIRATES 
DEEP- SIXED 


NEWARK (HNS)—An outfit 
called the Arts Guild of New 
york successfully borrowed 
a replica of Columbus's ship, 
the Santa Maria, for a day of 


filming. The ship’s Owners | 


had been told that the Arts 
Guild just wanted to shoota 
battle scene off the Jersey 
coast. But production came 
to an abrupt halt under direct 
orders from the irate skipper, 
Fred Quillen. He said he be- 
lieved that the men and 
women on board the ship 
were preparing to shoot a 
porno movie. 

“There was a lot more than 
just a little skin showing,” 
said Quillen. 

“Its about a swashbuck- 
ling, fighting bunch of pi- 
rates,” stated director Beau 
Buchanan. “So what if peo- 
ple see a little breast?” 


DENVER (HNS)—If you're 
eating tasty pussy, and the 
woman favors you with an 
extra course, acunt fart,don't 
be offended. The pussy fart 
(or emphysematous vagini- 
tis, if you want to be techni- 
cal) is usually involuntary. 

According to Dr. E. Stewart 
Taylor of the University of 
Colorado Medical Center, a 
pussy fart is nothing more 
than “the eruption of a small 
bleb of gas which has been 
formed on the vaginal wall.” 

In most cases, the beaver 
burp is a release of air that's 
been trapped in the lady’s 
prune during fucking. If you 
want to avoid it, screw her in 
a swimming pool. 


NOT FOR EXPORT 


TRENTON (HNS)—When 
Kathy Peterson of Trenton, 
New Jersey. saw that her 
passport application had a 
space in which to indicate 
any of her unusual identify- 
ing characteristics, she sent 
back a photo that showed 
her nude to the waist, reveal- 
ing her generous chest. 

The bluenosed State De- 
partment bureaucrats flatly 
refused to allow her to use 
the picture On her passport. 

“| don’t Know what the 
hullabaloo is about,” Kathy 
complained. “After all, they 
really are my most unusual 
characteristic.” 


POSTMAN LOSES USE OF SACK 


CLEARWATER (HNS)— 
Though mail carriers may be 
willing to slog through sleet. 
snow and rain, what hap- 
pened to Clearwater, Florida, 
mailman Joseph Lucas 
would stay even the hardiest 
postman from his appointed 
rounds. 

While delivering a letter. 
Lucas received a vicious bite 
on the balls from the dog 


belonging to the addressee. 
Incapacitated by the wound, 
Lucas struck back by taking 
the beast’s owner to Court. A 
sympathetic jury awarded 
the injured mailman $14,000 
in damages and threw in 
another thousand dollars to 
console Lucas’s wife for the 
loss of his services. The dog 
has not been reached for 
comment. eS 
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Sometimes 


You Need 


SEX PLAY 


by Michael Toohey 

A few years ago, | had an 
opportunity to play a kidnap- 
per in an 8mm mail-order film 
about the abduction and tor- 
ture of a teenage schoolgirl. 
Being curious, amoral and 
impoverished, | jumped at the 
chance, especially when | was 
assured that | could preserve 
my anonymity by wearing a 
stocking mask throughout. The 
film was extremely soft core 
and meant to appeal mainly 
to people who are turned on 
by bondage and spanking. At 
that time, neither of these di- 
versions was particularly in- 
triguing to me, and my ex- 
perience in these areas was 
limited. Since the production 
company was a low-budget 
outfit, there were no rehear- 
sals. In the course of the day's 
shooting | eventually found 
myself sitting in a chair, com- 
pletely clothed, with a naked 
girl sprawled across my lap 
and the director whispering, 
“Spank her! Spank her!” as the 
film rolled on, 

So | spanked her, badly at 
first, missing her ass complete- 
ly on one stroke as she fran- 
tically squirmed to get free ina 
mock struggle. However, | 
refused to be upstaged by this 
naked nymph, so | tightened 
my grip on her, unleashing a 
series of blows that reddened 
one cheek of her ass like a ripe 
tomato. “Good, good. Keep it 
up!" the director coached. "Get 
her whole ass. Don't hit the 
same place twice." So, | criss- 
crossed the area from her 
lower back to her thighs, until 
the entire region took on a 
warm crimson glow. By now 
the girl was no longer acting. 
Her squirming became more 
frantic as she Cursed and bit me, which only 
fueled my excitement and made me more 
determined to put this little bitch in her 
place. | directed a few slaps to the general 
area of her hot cunt and noticed, to my 
surprise, that it was wet. 

She's a masochist, | concluded, and 
immediately realized that | myself must be 
a sadist, since my cock was straining the 
seams of my Levi's as | pummeled her 
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This series is prepared especially for HUSTLER, and it is designed to 
help you give your lover the rare excitement and satisfaction in sexual 
relations that make every experience an important one. It should help 
you and your lover reach greater heights than either of you had thought 
possible. These pleasures have remained hidden behind the doors of 
fear, ignorance, inexperience and hypocrisy for too long a time. So, 
HUSTLER invites you, the reader, to travel with us through the exciting, 
erotic realm of human sexual pleasures. 


upturned tush. When it was ail over, | 
rationalized that | was only acting, and 
anyway | hadn't done anything that didn't 
occur every day in schools and homes 
around the world. Then it dawned on me just 
how widespread the pleasure—and pain— 
of spanking really is 

Many of us have streaks of mild mas- 
ochism, soft sadism—or both—that inad- 
vertently shine through in our everyday 


The Erotic ALt 


of Spanking 


(loving by the seat of your pants) 


treatment of family, friends and 
business associates. Perhaps 
the best example of one who 
displays both these traits is the 
schoolteacher who sadistically 
metes out swats to deserving 
youths and at the same time 
masochistically puts up with 50 
children five days each week. 
Obviously, sadism and maso- 
chism do not have clear sexual 
overtones in such a case. But 
many a schoolboy has pound- 
ed his puerile pud to the fan- 
tasy of a teacher spanking his 
bare bottom—or vice versa. 

Whether or not spanking in 
schools is a constructive form 
of discipline has long been a 
subject of debate in the U.S 
But in Britain it is a tradition, 
an accepted form of sexual 
awakening. Volleys of well- 
placed blows have conditioned 
so many British buns that 
spanking is universally regard- 
ed as a British form of foreplay. 
Indeed, the fetish slang term 
“English” includes spanking in 
its definition. British men’s 
magazines routinely contain 
features on spanking, and the 
adult bookstores in England 
are packed with periodicals 
dealing almost exclusively with 
spanking. Prostitutes attest 
that Englishmen frequently 
request a spanking—active or 
passive—as part of their sex- 
ual package. Given the prev- 
alence of spanking in British 
schools, it can be logically 
deduced that the love of a good 
ass warming often has its roots 
in child discipline. 

| am not one to dwell upon 
the psychological motives that 
inspire a particular sexual 
activity. To me, the inherent 
pleasure that’s derived from 
any sexual activity is reason 
enough to promote it, as long as it is 
harmless to all parties concerned. And 
spanking is harmless—in moderate doses. 
Whips, lead-filled rubber hoses and other 
such grisly devices belong in the realm of 
heavy S&M and have no place in the 
relatively gentle world of erotic spanking. 
Few people find a bloody, welt-covered ass 
a turn-on, but a warm set of rosy cheeks is 
an entirely different story. When | was an 
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apprentice pervert working for an un- 
derground sex tabloid, | once made the 
mistake of labeling spanking a “violent” 
activity. Ina subsequent flood of mail, it was 
called to my attention that spanking was by 
no means violent. On the contrary, it was a 
tender and loving method of “corrective 
stimulation,” as some chose to call it. How- 
ever, the exact nature of erotic spanking 
completely eluded me—until the incident at 
the filming. 

Of the many implements, techniques and 
positions for spanking, the classic over-the- 
knee, bare-bottom hand paddling seems to 
be the most popular, affording the spanker 
maximum control and physical contact, in 
addition to an excellent view of the target. 
Of course, this is primarily used under ideal 
conditions, and ‘spankings are seldom initi- 
ated under ideal conditions. More often 
than not, the spankee is reluctant to under- 
go the ordeal and fights back—or at least 
pretends to. 

Spanking is sometimes coupled with 
some kind of fantasy enactment, often re- 
volving around a teacher-student or par- 
ent-child situation. Occasionally, the fan- 
tasies border on the incredible. One woman 
ran a Classified ad in several underground 
sex papers soliciting men who were willing 
to dress up as Cub Scouts and endure a 
spanking from their “den mother.” Another 
man paid boys to don military uniforms and 
withstand 20 blows of their “commanding 
officer's” cane. By far, the strangest 
obsession of all was that of a lady named 
“The Princess of Poo-Poo,” who wrote an 
article for a fetish tabloid on the pleasures of 
shitting in her pants, molding the turds intoa 
ball through the material and having her 
husband spank the mess flat. Whether or 
not such far-out scenes actually occur is 
questionable. But we do know that the 
fantasies exist. Often, there is no sex at 
all connected with these fantasies, which 
apparently are satisfying in themselves. 
These are extreme examples, to be sure. 
Most spanking fans are content to enjoy 
their sport within the context of reality. 

People who are not introduced to the 
pleasures of spanking during childhood 
sometimes stumble upon it spontaneously 
during a fit of rage. In the 1962 movie 
McLintock, John Wayne, disgusted with 
Maureen O'Hara's stubbornness, takes her 
over his knee and bends her will by force. 
Likewise, many men who are confronted by 
childish women feel compelled to respond 
with an appropriate method of persuasion. 
Not surprisingly, the encounter frequently 
sparks more intimate sex play. 
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If you are curious about the spanking 
experience, take advantage of the next 
provocation your lover gives you so you can 
discover its pleasures firsthand. Be aggres- 
sive. Asking your partner if she'd like a 
spanking sometimes dilutes the thrill. But be 
prepared for a fight (this is half the fun). If 
she is wearing slacks, you may have to 


One woman so- 
licited men who 
would dress as 
Cub Scouts and 
endure a spank- 
ing from their 
“den mother.” 


settle for a clothed spanking, which is 
somewhat less effective than a bare-ass 
treatment as an erotic stimulant. If she's 
wearing a skirt, it's a simple matter to hike it 
up and yank her panties down. However, 
spanking a panty-shrouded assis a turn-on 
for some, and although the panties serve as 
a shock absorber of sorts, the ass can still 
be tinted nicely through a thin layer of cot- 
ton or nylon. If the spanking progresses as 
intended, the panties will descend during 
the course of the action anyway. A bare ass 
will redden visibly and allow you to see the 
spots that have already been covered, Also, 
it makes possible such variations as the wet 
spanking, in which water or sweat magnify 
both the sound and sensation. 

Every spanking fan has his or her favorite 
implements. Paddles, hair brushes and 
coathangers are definitely more painful 
than the bare hand, but a spanking using 
only the fingers in quick slaps can leave a 
lasting impression. Keep in mind, however, 
that the purpose of an erotic spanking is to 
arouse passion and not necessarily to inflict 
pain. Don't get carried away. Usually, 10 or 
12 temperate blows are sufficient to do the 
job. When you're finished, it’s a good idea to 
rub some lotion onto the abused area. This 
not only cools and soothes but also serves 
as a lubricant for further activity. 

There is always the chance that no 
matter how hard or long you spank your 
sweetheart, she will not relent as Maureen 
O'Hara did. Afterward, she may in fact turn 


on her “John Wayne” with flying fists, or at 
least remain forever cross-legged to his 
advances. You should have some idea be- 
forehand whether or not she is likely to react 
favorably to a spanking. You might even 
make the first episode one you can laugh off 
if necessary because welts are no laughing 
matter. Finally, in the interest of fairness, be 
prepared to take it as well as to dish it out. 
This may not hold with your macho image of 
yourself, but it will ultimately make you a 
better spanker by helping you to under- 
stand the experience from both sides. 

There are several outlets for spanking 
enthusiasts who do not have partners. One 
of them is the commercial S&M establish- 
ment, where a spanking can be given or 
received for a set fee. Most of these places 
shy away from outright sex, so a spanking 
under such circumstances is likely to leave 
you high and dry. Some prostitutes will 
service spanking fans, adjusting their rates 
accordingly for what they classify as a 
“kink.” The guaranteed release makes this 
the better investment. 

Voyeurism is another alternative for the 
frustrated spanker. A number of spanking 
books and films can be found at most adult 
bookstores and through mail-order firms. 
Outside of spanking and nudity, the majority 
of these books contain little, if any, sex. The 
best spanking erotica is produced in Britain, 
but the colonies are coming on strong in this 
field as more Americans discover the thrill 
of paddling for pleasure. The essentially 
soft-core nature of spanking movies and 
literature makes them palatable to postal 
authorities, which is comforting to know in 
this age of repression. 

Although | do advocate an occasional 
spanking as a sexual hors d'oeuvre, | do not 
condone beating your lover. | admit | got a 
bit out of hand that day at the filming (for- 
tunately the girl had a high tolerance for 
pain). However, a gentle—yet forceful— 
spanking can be an effective aphrodisiac, 
and as such it is an act of love. 

Listed below are companies that deal in 
books, films, implements, etc., for spankers: 


Real Life, Inc B&D Publishing Company 


14338 Victory Blvd. P.O. Box 347 
Van Nuys, CA 91403 New York, NY 10028 
Catalog: $2 Catalog: $2 


Roxbury Press Rosslyn News 


256 S. Robertson Bivd. P.O. Box 1001 

Beverly Hills, CA 90211 Studio City, CA 91604 

Catalog: $2 Catalog: $3 

House of Milan Corp Tao Productions 

Box 24080 7046 Hollywood Blvd 

Los Angeles, CA 90024 Hollywood, CA 90028 

Catalog: $5 Catalog: $1 ]e 
HUSTLER 


X-RATED REVIEWS 


f 


e | 


A virgin is deflowered by a group of geishas during one of the many bizarre rituals that occur in 


HUSTLER’s reviews of porno films and sex books will fill you- 
in and keep you up to date on the latest from the erotic film 
and publishing industries. Our hard-on rating guide Is based 
on a quality-for-your-money formula. 

However, as many porno films are censored to conform 
with “local community standards,” the movies we review 
might not be exactly what you see. We suggest you check 
with your theater before going, to make sure that your money 
is buying the genuine article. 


RATING GUIDE 


€ ERECTION! 

If this one doesn’t get it up, 
you are probably dead be- 
cause itis almost a constant 


turn-on. 


c THREE-QUARTERS 
ERECT 

It's worthwhile. Almost gets 

it up. However, it can still 

be beat. 
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@. —HALF-ERECT 
Slightly worthwhile. Proba- 
bly get it up on your own. 


a ONE-QUARTER 

+. ERECT 

Might get it up if you used a 
crane. 


@ = TOTALLY Live 


Couldn't get it up if you used 
a crane. 


MOVIES 


by Frank Fortunato 


IN THE 
REALM OF 
THE SENSES 
c 


In the Realm of the Senses 
(also known as The Empire of 
the Senses) is based ona ‘30s 
true story: an obsessive love 
affair between a gangster and 
a geisha. A Japanese import, 
it was the sensation of the 
Cannes Film Festival. It's also 
the best hard-core film | have 
ever seen. 

Senses (see the advance re- 
view, December Bits & Pieces) 
was directed by Nagisa Osh- 
ima, a radical director who has 
a large cult following among 
the young people of Japan due 


Nagisa Oshima’s |n the Realm of the Senses 


we 


to his innovative photographic 
techniques and the political 
subject matter of his previous 
movies. In Senses, the brutal- 
ity is contrasted by the beauti- 
ful photography, blending vio- 
lence and sex into a sensuous 
stew 

Senses is filled with rituals 
and gestures that serve to de- 
fine the characters, which is 
typical of Japanese movies. 
For example, at one point in the 
film, the lovers are riding in a 
carriage and the gangster is 
fingering the geisha. “Don't,” 
she says, “I'm having my 
period.” In response to this, the 
gangster removes his blood- 
stained fingers and puts them 
inside of his mouth, comment- 
ing, “It doesn't matter.” Later 
on, she holds a huge carving 
knife to his balls and then 
threatens to castrate him if he 
ever fucks another woman 


27 


again. The scene ends with her 
cutting off a patch of his pubic 
hair and eating it 

The rituals become heavier 
and heavier as the film pro- 
gresses. Eventually Senses 
reaches into the dark world of 
S&M. In one scene, the geisha 
sits on the gangster’s cock, 
while at the same time half- 
strangling him with a scarf. This 
brutal type of lovemaking is 
repeated several times, until he 
finally says to her, “If you must 
strangle me again, go all the 


way, because it is too painful | 


afterwards.” Pain is a basic 
element in this film, as proved 
by the violent castration scene 
An erotic and violent film, 
Senses is also beautiful, and 
one reason is the fine color 
photography. The lively perfor- 
mances by Tatsuya Fuji as the 
gangster and Eiko Matsuda as 
the geisha are excellent. Al- 
though Fuji has been in over a 
hundred films, /n the Realm of 
the Senses marks the film de- 
but of the beautiful Matsuda. 


The camera angles in the 
film may put off some film- 
goers because they often miss 
the point of penetration, oral or 
vaginal. However, the overall 
effect is quite erotic, leaving 
more to the imagination 

In the Realm of the Senses 
demonstrates a definite break- 
through in erotic films, mainly 
because the movie is just as 
concerned with what's going 
on inside the actors’ heads as 
it is with their proficiency at 
giving head 


THAT LADY 
FROM RIO 
Ce” 


The first 15 minutes of That | 


Lady from Rio make you think 
you've stumbled into the wrong 
theater because the opening of 
the film is as tame as Lassie 
Come Home. However, the 
sucking and fucking that runs 
on throughout the rest of the 
flick sets you to wondering 
why everyone on the screen 


doesn't eventually drown in a | 
But somehow | 


sea of semen 
they all manage to stay afloat 

It would take a computer to 
review and analyze the cor- 
nucopia of couplings, most of 
which occur simultaneously, 
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while the camera cuts back 
and forth from orifice to orifice 
| counted eight cum shots be- 
fore | stopped keeping track 
Many of these juicy shots were 
directed into the cavernous 
mouth of Vanessa Del Rio, who 
plays Number One, the head 
of an international vice ring 
that's known as Sphincter. She 
comes to New York from South 
America to revitalize her flag- 
ging Stateside operation and 
ultimately meets her demise 
Considering the number of or- 
gasms that precede her being 
offed by the Mafia, her death is 
truly anticlimactic. 

What saves Lady from being 
just another juicy loop is the 
screen appearance of Bobby 
Astyr, who plays Max, the head 


It's not who you know, it’s who you blow. Vanessa Del Rio demonstrates how 


she became a vice ring head. 


pimp in Sphincter's New York 
operation. Astyr is perfectly 
cast as a street-bred, small- 
time gangster, and he plays the 
role with a sense of humor as 
jive jargon rolls off his tongue 
with the same facility that 
Vanessa swallows cum. Of all 
the comic types in pornograph- 
c films, | think Bobby Astyr 
could most easily make the 
transition to character roles in 
Straight films. 

This is a film that caters to 
hostile male fantasies. More 
cum is spilled inside women’s 
mouths than in their cunts, and 
in one scene two dykes are 
forced to fuck at knife point. If 
male dominance is your bag, 
That Lady from Rio is a film that 
delivers 


CHINA DE SADE 
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China De Sade is spy smut ina 
San Francisco setting. The title 
is misleading because the film 
is not in the tradition of The 
Story of O or The Night Porter 
Although there is plenty of vi- 
olent sex and some bondage, 
this film seems to have been 
made for Bruce Lee fans and 
not for the whip and chain 
crowd. Basically it is a solid 


| movie that manages to hold 
| together with the help of sev- 


eral unusual sex scenes and 
good acting from a cast of 
talented fornicators. 

One of the exceptional sex 
scenes is in the opening se- 
quence: A couple has sex ona 
glass-topped table in a gazebo 
while another man hides and 
watches them. This is a truly 
beautiful and erotic outdoor 
scene that ends as the guy 
sprays a generous stream of 
his spratz all over the glass 
tabletop 

Sex scenes abound, and the 
sets and photography are quite 
good, lending credibility and 


| interest to a plot that has been 


replayed dozens of times since 
the days of Sam Spade. 

The story follows Lieutenant 
Phillip Whellen (Ari Adler) in his 
efforts to rescue his old flame 
Ming Lee (Linda Wong, the 
1976 cover 
girl) from the fanatic Krieg 


| Whellen is captured, escapes 


and is recaptured by Krieg and 
his crew of hedonistic heavies 

Dale Neador, as Krieg, and 
several members of the now- 
defunct San Francisco com- 
edy troupe, The Committee, 
who play CIA types, turn in fine 
acting jobs. But when Linda 
Wong recites a line of dialog, it 
comes out stilted and wooden 
However, when her thespian 
tasks turn to the carnal, Linda 
puts on a fine performance. 
She is a very sensuous lady 

There is an excellent sur- 
prise ending, but essentially it 
is the lustful and imaginative 
sex in China De Sade that 
places this otherwise average 
porn film a step above the 
ordinary. 
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THE TROUBLE 
WITH 
YOUNG STUFF 


A 


The Trouble with Young Stuff 
has nothing to do with young 
stuff, and that’s only part of the 
problem with this film. Young 
Stuff is a very weak attempt 
at proletarian porn. However, 
| do believe that construction 
workers and Rhodes scholars 
alike will agree that this is one 
tedious flick. 

The action swings back and 
forth between sex and dialog, 
all of which takes place in a 
ramshackle house. Apparently 
it is a small place, since the 
photography is strictly con- 
fined to close-ups of faces and 
genitals, leading one to believe 
that the cameraman could not 
get far enough away to fit a 
whole body into a frame. 

The film begins with Alice, 
played by Christine Williams, 
and Rose, played by Marlene 
Willoughby, two of the women 
who share the house, discuss- 


Young stuff gets herself righteously stuffed by a working-class hero. 


ing “Getting our jobs back at 
the mill.” Their boyfriends are 
introduced as a truck driver 
and a stevedore in an effort 
to establish the working-class 
identities of the actors. 
Eventually, Alice's younger 
cousin Mathilda (Sara Barnes) 
blows into town for a short visit. 
Presumably, she is the “young 
stuff” of the film's title, but in 
reality she resembles a virgin 
librarian in her late 20s. Ma- 
thilda proceeds to fuck and 


BLOWDRY 
&. 


Blowary is a parody of the film 
Shampoo. \t's a frivolous flick, 
but unlike the majority of at- 
tempts at hard-core satire, itis 
an imaginative one. 

You can leave the raincoat 
at home for this flick, since the 
emphasis is on entertainment 


rather than titillation. Although 
it is elaborately staged and 
photographed, the sex tends 
to be goofy rather than erotic. 
A typical scene in Blowary: 
Fenster Waddley, an oil tycoon, 
balls his secretary on the Xerox 
machine while maintaining a 
phone conversation with his 
wife. He trips the machine's 
switch and out pops a steady 
stream of close-ups of his 


Blowdry’s Warren curls the short hairs of one horny young customer. 
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suck everyone. By the last 
scene she has the entire cast 
moaning and writhing on a bed. 

Despite the fact that the film 
overflows with sex scenes, the 
majority of which are lesbian, 
Young Stuff is out of place as a 
hard-core feature film. It would 
be more at home inside a jizz- 
stained peep machine, where 
the hokey sound track (“Oh, 
fuck me, you son of a bitch!"') 
would be drowned out by the 
slapping of palm against pud. 


secretary's twat. Meanwhile 
Waddley’s wife is copping her 
hairdresser's knob in between 
“yes, dears.” 

In general, the plot of Blow- 
dry follows that of Shampoo. 
Warren seeks financing to set 
up his own shop, and his quest 
for loot leads him into a unique 
scene set inside a bank vault, 
where he slides into an attract- 
ive loan officer's pubic safe 
and fucks her on a pile of 
money. Eventually the movie 
turns into a real madhouse of 
movement, with people rarely 
remaining in one place long 
enough to fuck. Blowdry cli- 
maxes in a huge orgy scene 
that is well choreographed and 
definitely looks like fun. 

The cinematic composition 
and the quality of the color 
photography are surprisingly 
good for a hard-core film. How- 
ever, the overall lack of serious, 
heavy-breathing sex in this film 
is likely to leave you limp. But if 
zany comedies are your thing, 
you'll enjoy Blowadry. Se 


CIRCUIT 


This column lists and rates erotic 
movies that were reviewed in 
past issues of HUSTLER. These 
films may currently be showing in 
your neighborhood. 


C° (Erection) 


3 A.M. 
reap ashy of a Flea 
Cry for Cindy 
The Devil in Miss Jones 
(Uncut version) 
Diversions 
Expose Me, Lovely 
Femmes de Sade 
Midnight Desires 
The Opening of 
Misty Beethoven 
Pussy Talk 
Sweet Cakes 
Through a Looking Glass 


© (Three-Quarters Erect) 


Candy’s Candy 
Fantasex 

Farewell Scarlet 

Honey Pie 

Hot Summer in the City 
The Joy of Letting Go 
The Story of Joanna 
Temptations 

Virgin Snow 


®@, (Hailf-Erect) 


The Affairs of Janice 
C. B. Mamas 

China Lust 

Dixie 

Easy Alice 

Gums 

Little Orphan Sammy 
Rollerbabies 
Summer of Laura 
Teenage Twins 


@_ (One-Quarter Erect) 


The $50,000 Climax 
Ecstasy in Blue 
Exhibition 

Inside Marilyn Chambers 
The Story of O 

Sweet Punkin 

A Touch of Sex 


a (Totally Limp) 


The Devil in Miss Jones 
(Censored version) 

Let My Puppets Come 

Patty 

Snuff 


29 


BOOKS 


Edited by Michael Toohey 


A STRANGER IN 
THE MIRROR 


By Sidney Sheldon 
William Morrow, Inc. 
105 Madison Ave. 
New York, NY 10016 
$8.95 


A Stranger in the Mirror is a 
novel that does for fiction what 
the 55-mph speed limit did for 
the trucking industry. It's the 
story of Toby Temple, a stand- 
up comic with an enormous 
cock who pole-vaults his way 
to superstardom to fulfill his 
dead mamma's dream. After 


“WA KIND 

OF LIFE." 
CONVERSATIONS 
IN THE 

COMBAT ZONE 


By Roswell Angier 

Addison House, Publishers 
Morgan's Run 

Danbury, NH 03230 

a 

Located in the heart of Boston, 
the Combat Zone is a place 
where ladies’ legs and labia are 
spread wide in an otherwise 
cross-legged city. There, Rain- 
coat Charlies dribble semen on 
the floors of bars and bur- 
lesque houses as strippers 
strut and thrust in front of them, 
and comedians defend the last 
bastion of old vaudeville with 
volleys of off-color jokes. Out- 
side, the derelicts resurface 
the streets and alleyways with 
piss and vomit, oblivious to the 
stares of slumming business- 
men and the overobservant 
police. To some, the Combat 
Zone is a chancre on the 
pursed lips of an otherwise 
proper Boston. To the Raincoat 
Charlies, the strippers, the 
comedians and the derelicts, 
it's home. 

In the 1950s, a time when 
Boston still thrived as a major 
navy port, Washington Street 
was dubbed the Combat Zone. 
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years of paying his dues and 
polishing his act in cheesy 
theaters and nightclubs, Toby 
finds fame, fortune and more 
pussy than he can shake his 
log at. But alas, he cannot find 
love. 

Toby's dilemma might be 
touching were it not for the fact 
that he not only has a big prick 
but /s a big prick as well. He 
routinely shafts producers, di- 
rectors, his faithful agent and 
scores of wide-eyed starlets, 
using each to further his career 
or to satiate his oversize organ 
before dumping them like a 
copy of yesterday's Variety. 
But despite nights spent ca- 
vorting in bed with as many as 
six girls at once, Toby cannot 


seem to fill the void that was 
created when his mom died— 
until he meets Jill Castle, strug- 
gling bit player, ass about town 
and finally, Mrs. Toby Temple. 

Jill and Toby are made for 
each other: She is as much of a 
cunt as he is a prick. Together 
they ruin more Hollywood ca- 
reers than Joe McCarthy and 
his committee of witch hunt- 
ers, until karma hits in the form 
of a stroke that turns Toby into 
a drooling doorstop and Jillinto 
a bedpan bride. Amazingly, 
with Jill's help, Toby recovers, 
proving that people make their 
own miracles. 

I'd hate to ruin the ending for 
you, should you be locked in a 
root cellar with a copy of this 


Lorraine Gail as Harlowe, and nutless Elizabeth Harris: Zone curiosities. 


In those days, a night out in the 
Zone meant a rowdy spree and 
possibly some time in jail—or in 
some hospital. But today the 
Zone thrives on its repeat 
customers, those ever-present 
men in raincoats; and though 
there is an attempt to maintain 
an air of calm, at times it is only 
an illusion. 

“...A Kind of Life.” Conver- 
sations in the Combat Zone, 
writer-photographer Roswell 
Angier's pictorial chronicle of 
survival in that sordid world, 
brings into sharp focus a way of 
life familiar to only an unfor- 


tunate few. The words in the 
book are mostly those of the 
Zone's inhabitants: Steve Mills, 
a veteran burlesque comic for 
66 years; Elizabeth Harris, a 
transsexual chorus girl; and 
Sonny, a simple-minded Zone 
resident who sweeps the side- 
walks in front of the bars and 
who will stand on his head in 
the middle of the street for a 
dollar. 

However, the saddest, most 
revealing words are those of 
the strippers, the women who 
bump and grind their way 
through middle age, sustained 


book and decide to read it to 
pass the time. So I'll just say 
that the subsequent plot in- 
volves murder, revenge, a love 
triangle and a fateful blow job 
given to a nameless Mexican. 

It seems that a story cen- 
tered on a ruthless man with a 
big cock would quite natural- 
ly lend itself to graphic sex 
scenes, but Stranger leaves 
readers flaccid most of the time 
by shouting “cut” at the crucial 
points: “He carried her to the 
deep leather couch and made 
love to her." When the actionis 
sustained, it is rarely for more 
than a paragraph, leading one 
to suspect that our big-cocked 
hero probably suffers from pre- 
mature ejaculation. 


along the way only by dreams 
of stardom. One of the girls, 
Lorraine Gail, worked under 
the name Jean Harlowe and 
dreamed of a fantasy world in 
which she drove to work ina 
1930 Duesenberg. She once 
said, “| don’t think you can soak 
yourself in too much fantasy.” 
But the reality of Zone life 
finally caught up with her one 
afternoon when Lorraine was 
murdered while out walking her 
two dogs. 

Some of the girls survive by 
going through their routines 
mechanically, programmed by 
years of ritual undressing. A 
few are genuine exhibitionists 
and delight in the hard-ons that 
they can raise by using their 
naked, writhing bodies. Others, 
like Deirdre Rhodes, consider 
themselves “social workers’: 
“We keep degenerates off the 
streets and send lots of men 
home horny to their wives.” 

If you're looking to get off, 
this book may save you a trip 
to the seedy part of town. The 
photos aren't very candid, but 
Conversations in the Combat 
Zone manages to be a turn-on 
in spite of this. The shots of 
strippers backstage, at home 
and on the street, and their 
personal stories told in their 
own words, gave this reader an 
intimate view of the Zone that is 
somehow more exciting than 
watching the action from a 
third-row seat. 
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A DIGNIFIED 


REQUIEM FOR 
A NECROPHILIAC 


By Jerry Mumford 

Exposition Press 

900 South Oyster Bay Road 
Hicksville, NY 11801 

$3.50 

( me 

Jerry Mumford’s bizarre novel, 
A Dignified Requiem for a Nec- 
rophiliac, is about the sexual 
neuroses of twin brothers, 
Brent and Sherman Brooking, 
two men who have nothing in 
common except for their sur- 
name. 

Brent Brooking is fascinated 
by the morbid. As a child he 
would wait outside the hospital 
emergency room in the hopes 
of catching a lurid glimpse of 
mangled flesh or even of death 
itself. So it is only logical that 
when it comes time to get a job 
Brent chooses to become a 
mortician. 

Brent's life consists of one 
failure after another: He quit 
college after only a few weeks 
and is still a virgin in his late 
teens. But his new job at Mem- 
ory Chapel Funeral Home be- 
comes the turning point. 

Soon, however, Brent's dark 
obsession begins to threaten 
his newfound happiness: “As | 
imagined what it would be like 
to thrust my rigid penis into the 
cold and necrosed tissue of a 
girl's vagina, my virgin cock 
began filling with blood until the 
bulge in my shorts became a 
mature, anxiously erect or- 
gan.” It doesn't take long for 
Brent to act on his impulses. 
And it isn't long before he is 
caught in the embalming room 
at 2:30 in the morning having 
anal sex with the late Mr. 
Oglesby, age 74. 

After a brief stay in a psy- 
chiatric hospital, Brent returns 
to school—a school of mor- 
tuary science. Here he man- 
ages to keep out of trouble and 
is satisfied merely to be in the 
same room with death without 
needing to fuck it. Not all of his 
classmates do as well, though. 
One boy is expelled for sneak- 
ing into the morgue at night and 
shooting pornographic photos 
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of dead bodies: “Some of the 
two-body poses must have 
taken hours to position, con- 
sidering how uncooperative 
dead people can be. One pho- 
to depicted a young woman 
giving an elderly gentleman a 
blow job on the floor of the 
preparation room. Its caption 
was ‘Knob Polisher.’ The 
codger’s well-hung but limp 
cock was stuffed into the 
woman's oral cavity up to its 
hairy hilt, her jaws strained 
apart like a snake swallowing a 
rabbit.... In the most despic- 
able picture of all, a teen-age 
girl was photographed lying 
face up on the operating table, 
her buttocks propped up with 
books and her legs wide apart. 
A whitish cream was oozing 
from her hair-matted hole.” 

Shortly after his graduation 
from mortuary school, Brent 
finds himself on a psychiatrist's 
couch confessing his neurotic 
past and wondering: “Could it 
be that | am not really sexually 
oriented at all, but predisposed 
to a life of beating my meat and 
feeling cadavers?” 

On the other hand, Sherman 
Brooking suffers from a dif- 
ferent sort of problem. He is 
handsome (in his own words, 
“an absolutely gorgeous hu- 
man being’), and although his 
sexual encounters are not as 
interesting as Brent's, they are 
certainly more frequent. Girls 
mob him for a chance to be 
impaled on his popular pud, 
and resultingly the VD clinic 
becomes Sherman's second 
home. His unending sexual 
marathon finally drives him to 
the Catskills, where he takes a 
job in an isolated resort just to 
give his overtaxed tool a rest. 
But things don't work out as 
planned for poor Sherman, who 
has to settle for a slowdown 
instead of celibacy. 

Requiem is a short novel (75 
pages), and there are spots 
where one might find himself 
craving more detail. Although 
Mumford manages within a few 
words to create clear charac- 
terizations and a fast-paced, 
lucid plot, the reader ultimately 
comes away from the book 
with the feeling that there has 
been a lot left unsaid. 


SEXUAL 
ADVENTURES 
IN MARRIAGE 


By Rudiger Boschmann and 
Gunther Hunold 
Pent-R Books, Inc. 
P. O. Box 1555 
Grand Central Station 
New York, NY 10017 
$12.95 hard cover 
$7.95 soft cover 
“ 
For several years prior to his 
marriage, Henry Kissinger en- 
joyed a reputation as Secretary 
of Snatch as he goose-stepped 
around the globe dipping his 
schnitzel into numerous cele- 
brated females. But if the Ger- 
man sex manual Sexual Ad- 
ventures in Marriage is any 
indication of a typical kraut’s 
sexual savvy, the rumors about 
Henry were pure bullsheiss. 
The book more than loses 
something in translation. With a 
text made up of dry, marriage- 
saving sexual advice, Adven- 
tures presents pictures with 
captions that range from “‘Well- 
developed labia minora are not 
ugly” to “Lovers often claw 
each other.” We also learn 
such obscure sexual facts as: 
Penis size is not important, and 
foil should be removed from 
suppositories before insertion. 
This high-level sophistication 
carries through to the chapters 
on foreplay, which advise us to 
fuck our woman behind her 
knees and to throw in a lot of 
laughter and silliness along 
with the grunting and gasping. 
Although the section on sexual 
aids represents one of the first 
times this topic has been dealt 


(Top) The German bowler's fa- 
vorite form of foreplay. (Bottom) 
Sigrun knees her hubby's groin. 


with in textbook form, it is pre- 


sented at the same grade- 
school level as the rest of the 
book. 

The many full-color photos 
depict Sigrun and Helmut. 
supposedly a married couple, 
in various acts of lovemaking, 
but none of them, including the 
few involving penetration by 
the penis, is as hard as pho- 
tos we have seen in several 
American sex manuals. 

For the most part, the book 
provides a source of amuse- 
ment for adults. Were it not for 
the semilurid photos, Sexual 
Adventures in Marriage might 
make a good sex primer for 
prepubescent kinder. 

“Iss dis not der vay to fok?” 

“Ja das iss....” Se 
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IN BLUE 


SOB 


hirley Hay is an entertainer and spends 
much of her time on the road, but this 
24-year-old still has time for the men 
and machines that turn her on. 

“The guys who really get to me tend to be big. 
I’m not saying that it’s only big guys who turn 
me on; it’s just that big men seem to have so 
much power and masculinity in reserve.” 

Shirley likes things that are the biggest and 
baddest in their class. At home in Terre Haute, 
she keeps a Harley-Davidson Electra Glide. It’s 
blue, her favorite color. Sometimes she rides 
her Harley to get to her next appearance. 

“My bike makes the string of identical motel 
rooms less confining,” she says. “I know | can 
always go out on my bike and meet some big 
stud on a chopper. When | get him back to my 
room, | know he'll ease my loneliness.” 

If he likes big bikes, he'll be at home with a 
high-powered woman like Shirley. “I like 
sex to last a long time and to be as 
rough as a Hell’s Angels’ beer bust. 
When | fuck a man, he knows 
he’s had his best off-the-road 
ride ever. The things I've 
done in motel pools and 
Holiday Inn double 
beds would make a 
hell of a book.” 
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AMERICA’S BIGGEST PUSHERS 


n response to the news that 

cigarette smoking had caused 

cancer in laboratory animals, a 

tobacco executive remarked, “All 

this proves is that mice shouldn't 
smoke.” The executive implied that despite 
these scientific findings, human beings 
would still continue to enjoy their nicotine, 
as indeed they have, if cigarette sales are 
any indication. 

As of this writing, much to the glee of the 
tobacco industry, a full quarter of the 
American people continue to smoke. They 
puff on approximately 1 billion cigarettes 
a day, or 75 million packs. The average 
smoker inhaled 214 packs in 1973, which 
was three packs less than he did in 1963, 
but 15 more than in 1970. 

And unquestionably, the damage to the 
national health from such inhalation is 
extreme: Nearly half a million smokers a 
year die from lung cancer, heart attack, 
emphysema, cancer of the bladder, pan- 
creas, lip and throat, and countless more 
suffer from ulcers, chronic bronchitis and 
assorted mouth diseases. Yet, cigarette 
use was growing at a steady two or three 
percent a year between 1970 and 1974, 
while industry profits, aided by government 
subsidies and other factors, had risen by a 
staggering rate of 15 percent 


FEBRUARY 


Article by Ray Schultz 


Prior to 1900, most tobacco was either 
chewed or rolled at home in cigarette 
papers, much the same as marijuana is 
today. By and large, it was considered to be 
a disgusting habit; the rare person who 
smoked consumed an average of 16 
cigarettes per year, and most women did 
not smoke at all. The situation changed 
shortly before the turn of the century, when 
new techniques for mass production were 
invented, enabling the tobacco companies 
to produce thousands of cigarettes in the 
time it previously took a smoker to roll one 

For the first time in history, cigarettes 
were available by the pack in every city and 
town in the country. In the meantime, the 
industry's handpicked emissaries to Con- 
gress contrived to exempt tobacco from the 
Pure Food and Drug Act of 1906, thus 
avoiding the regulations that plagued the 
manufacturers of so many other products. 
The biggest boost to the prosperity of the 
tobacco companies came a few years later 
with the development of mass advertising. 
By the mid-'20s, ads for brand names like 
Lucky Strike and Camel were splattered on 
every billboard and on the pages of every 
magazine. They depicted smoking as an 
attractive pastime, linked to sporting ac- 
tivities and romance. In particular, women 


were led to believe that smoking was racy 
and daring. For example, an early Chester- 
field ad showed a pretty young girl telling 
her boyfriend, “Blow some my way.” This 
sort of pitch has continued to this day, with 
the notorious Virginia Slims ad campaign 
equating tobacco with women's liberation. 

As the tobacco companies were well 
aware, they were not merely competing 
with each other to sell cigarettes; they were 
creating a market for their product that 
never before existed, In a few years, thanks 
to subliminal advertising and popularization 
of smoking by movie and sports idols, 
millions of men, women and children picked 
up the habit. Then the companies received 
an unforeseen advantage: mass addiction. 
As we know today, nicotine is a habit- 
forming drug, Comparable to heroin and 
alcohol. In most cases, the physical habit is 
equaled by a psychological dependence so 
powerful that people light up cigarettes 
without even thinking about it. 

Maybe the tobacco lords knew that they 
were addicting an entire population; maybe 
they didn't. In any case, they wasted no time 
in exploiting it to the fullest. One obvious 
ploy was to keep on going as they were, 
aiming their advertising at the young non- 
smokers instead of at people who were 
already hooked. Another ploy was to send 
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thousands of free cartons to veterans’ 
hospitals and overseas servicemen. Not 
only did they receive good publicity for this 
charitable venture, they also gained new 
lifetime customers among the men who 
received the handouts. At the same time, 
their attitude seemed to be symbolized by 
the copy in‘one of their ads: “Nota Cough in 
a Carload.” 

Even as early as the ‘20s, there wefe 
indications that smoking was harmful, but 
the tobacco men worked very hard to keep 
such information from becoming general- 
ly known. In 1936, a medical researcher 
exhibiting a cancerous lung remarked that 
such a case was so rare it might never be 
seen again. It wasn't until the early ‘50s, 
when the first generation of heavy smokers 
started dying off en masse, that scientists 
were able to show a definite relationship 
between smoking and respiratory disease, 
especially lung cancer. 

The information contained in those re- 
ports was grim, to say the least. In lab 
experiments, it was determined that nic- 
otine was a highly poisonous substance, 
which, in more concentrated doses, could 
cause instant death, Less than one gram 
injected at one time can kill a man of 
average weight. In cigarettes, it is found in 
small enough doses so that the body 
tolerates it, but it is the substance that 
causes a person to get sick the first time he 
smokes. Nicotine is normally considered 
the addictive substance in tobacco. It 
triggers a discharge from the adrenal 
glands and this stimulates other endocrine 
glands, causing the release of sugar 
(glycogen) from the liver. As one scientist 
explained, a single cigarette causes an 
instant high, followed by a sudden down. 
The obvious solution when you feel yourself 
coming down is to light up yet another 
cigarette. In addition, nicotine speeds up 
the heart rate atleast 20 beats a minute and 
causes blood vessels to constrict, leading 
to circulation problems, 

The “tars” of tobacco are thus far the 
main substances linked to lung cancer or 
cancers of other parts of the body, such as 
the throat, that are exposed to smoke. “Tar” 
is the sticky brown substance formed from 
the particles in cigarette smoke after the 
nicotine and moisture are subtracted. It 
includes compounds known as polycyclic 
aromatic hydrocarbons (PAH). It is the PAH 
that is generally believed to be the source of 
the carcinogens in tar because at least 11 
chemicals of PAH are known to scientists 
as tumor initiators. 

However, as we now know, nicotine and 
these particles of tar are not the only 
dangerous substances found in cigarettes. 
Altogether, the tobacco of the common butt 
contains some 100 chemical compounds, 
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and the smoke itself contains over 270 
gaseous compounds, many of which are 
dangerous. DDT, the pesticide that is 
sprayed on tobacco crops, is a compound 
that accelerates PAH tumor-forming activi- 
ty. Among the gases in cigarette smoke are 
hydrogen cyanide, chemically related to the 
deadly potassium cyanide, and to carbon 
monoxide, an odorless substance emitted 
in the exhaust fumes of automobiles. Car- 
bon monoxide is one of the noxious vapors 
now believed to be the most dangerous of 
the gases. It is present in cigarette smoke to 
something like 400 times the level con- 
sidered safe in industry and reduces the 
capacity of blood cells to carry oxygen. 
Also, in 1975, scientists found evidence of 
radioactive particles in cigarette smoke, 
and studies suggest that these, rather than 
tar or nicotine, might be the main cause of 
lung cancer. 

For more than 50 years, the tobacco 
industry sold this composite of poisons with 
only the slightest bit of interference from the 
authorities, but eventually, as 77 million 
workdays were lost and 360,000 deaths 
were reported due to smoking-related 
illnesses each year, the problem became 
too big for any responsible government to 
ignore. Finally, in 1964, after painstaking 
research on the subject, the U. S. Surgeon 
General's Advisory Committee on Smoking 
and Health released a historic report linking 


smoking with the spiraling death rate from 
cancer and heart disease. Unlike previous 
reports, this one spelled it all out, for 
anybody who wanted to see it—it was also 
excerpted in almost every newspaper and 
magazine in the country. Needless to say, 
the tobacco industry tried hard to kill the 
report or soften its findings, but for once 
their manipulative efforts failed. 

The effect on the nation’s smokers was 
severe. Some people managed to ignore it 
entirely, but thousands of others were 
shocked enough to stop smoking. Art 
Buchwald remarked that, after years of 
ostracism by cigarette smokers, he was 
finally glad to admit that he smoked cigars. 

For the next few years, cigarette sales 
slumped badly. Some people suggested 
that tobacco should be outlawed, but 
nobody with any brains took the idea 
seriously—they remembered how impossi- 
ble it had been to enforce prohibition of 
alcohol during the '20s and early '30s (and 
how equally hard it was to prevent mari- 
juana smuggling in their own time). Anyway, 
with the tobacco lobby working overtime, 
such a bill wouldn't have a chance. Finally, 
a tepid bill was passed by Congress in 
1965, forcing the companies to print the 
following warning on each pack of 
cigarettes: “Caution: Cigarette smoking 
may be hazardous to your health.” (It was 
changed in 1970 to: “Warning: The Surgeon 
General has determined that cigarette 
smoking is hazardous to your health.”) 

Of course, the cigarette companies did 
not sit back and calmly accept all this. 
Almost out of nowhere, two scientific 
articles appeared, one in True magazine 
(January 1968) and another in the National 
Enquirer (March 1968), purporting to show 
that cigarette smoking wasn't bad for you at 
all—in fact, that it was much safer over the 
long run than walking across the street, 
or trying to fix a faulty electrical appliance. 
The articles were reprinted in several 
other magazines, and Xerox copies, under 
True magazine letterhead, were mailed to 
500,000 private citizens. 

An F.T.C. investigation revealed that the 
True letterhead was mailed out by the 
Tobacco Institute. The author of the article, 
Stanley Frank, was no scientist. He had 
previously done some articles on sports 
and other topics for True. The editor of 
True got together with a public relations 
executive hired by a tobacco company to 
think about doing an article from the in- 
dustry’s point of view. Frank got the 
assignment and was paid a retainer. The 
Tobacco Institute, which hires lobbyists 
and does public relations work for the 
tobacco industry, bought ads that promoted 
the articles and had sent out the reprints. 

(continued on page 94) 
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woman is good for two things— 
three if she has a nice asshole. 
A real woman knows that pleasing 
her man is part of being feminine. 
When it comes to being a real woman, 
these two fertile females deliver. For 
instance, auburn-haired Therese pleased 
millions of men when she appeared 
in a relatively deflated state in the July 
1975 issue of HUSTLER. She is presently 
pleasing one man by perpetuating his 
name. And blonde Margaret, who also 
labors as a model, is likewise too smart 
to fall for the sterile misconceptions 
that are promoted by birth-control 
crusaders. Pregnant women are 
both useful and beautiful. Here 
at HUSTLER we realize this, 
and we'd be the last 
to knock a good 
thing. 
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Granddaddy of Smut 


THE MAN WHO PAVED THE WAY 


If Sam Roth's writing has failed to earn him a place in history, it 
may be just as well. The glory earned by being among the first to 
write about people as they are—sexual beings—belongs to the 
Hemingways, the James Joyces. Sam Roth could never seem to 
make his characters come alive on paper, but he cleared the way for 
whole generations of writers who could. 

Roth was a publisher unlike the others of his time. He was frankly 
devoted to erotic literature and could never understand what 
business it was of the government's to regulate what he read and 
published. He went to prison time and time again because he 
challenged censorship whenever he encountered it. In his lifetime 
he was reviled as a pervert, a smut peddler. 

Today, at a time when anew crop of Neanderthals is doing its best 
to destroy the First Amendment freedoms Sam Roth fought so hard 
for, we are only beginning to realize how much we owe him. 


Profile by Bill Ryan and Leslie Horvitz 
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he Supreme Court's long- 
awaited obscenity decision 
was read fromthe benchona 
June morning in 1957. Writing 
for the majority, Justice Bren- 
nan outlined what were to be 
the future standards by which 
“obscenity” would be measured. An ob- 
scene book was one that appealed to 
“prurient interests." An obscene book was 
without what Brennan called “socially re- 
deeming value.” The opinions of the ma- 
jority of the court had overridden those of 
Justices Douglas and Black. 

Any form of censorship was appalling to 
these two dissenting justices. What sup- 
presses a cheap tract today can suppress a 
literary gem tomorrow, they said. It was a 
particularly ironic remark. Sam Roth, the 
defendant in the government's obscenity 
case, had been responsible for more than 
his share of cheap tracts—and several 
literary gems, too. 

Roth v. United States was something 
more than just a legal contest for those 
involved: It was a battle in which Roth's way 
of life was at stake. Sam had been fighting 
the U. S. Government for decades. 

Sam Roth was a complicated man. De- 
nounced as a plagiarist, a Nazi propa- 
gandist, a pornographer and a Communist, 
there were those who knew him to be 
a literate and cultured gentleman, a very 
remarkable man, really, a pioneer. But his 
friends agreed on one aspect of Sam: He 
was a Creature of many moods. 

A tall, meticulously dressed man, he 
affected bow ties and natty suits that made 
him look heavier and broader than he 
actually was. He had an intellectual look 
about him. His high forehead culminated 
in an expanse of bald pate, and his deep, 
myopic eyes sparkled behind thick-rimmed 
glasses. 

Picture Sam as he would probably want 
to be remembered: a brilliant, scatter- 
brained, minor poet with bad breath, seated 
in his disorderly den, surrounded by a 
clutter of books, clippings, unopened mail, 
buried manuscripts, unsigned checks and 
dust, lots of dust. He is reading a submis- 
sion that has just arrived at his New York 
City office on Lafayette Street. He is tired 
and even a bit bored at such times. He is 
inclined to sing old Hebraic melodies to 
himself. He has a large collection of He- 
braic recordings; perhaps in another life he 
would have liked to have become a cantor. 
He glances up at the clock. Time is gain- 
ing on him. If not time, then the federal 
government, or the state government. It's 
always some goddamn government. His 
heart isn't very good. It never was. When he 
was a boy, people said that he wasn't go- 
ing to live for very long. There are some 
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people—that son-of-a-bitch syndicated 
scandalmonger Walter Winchell, for one— 
who wished that he hadn't. But despite all 
the shit that he’s taken, all the harassment, 
imprisonments, court cases, police raids, 
book bannings, despite Walter Winchell and 
his unrelenting Red-baiting tirades over the 
air, Roth has survived. Maybe he hasn't 
triumphed, but he has survived. His heart 
continues to pump almost in defiance. He 
thinks: Maybe I'll outlast them all, all my 


Roth was the first American to 
publish quality erotic 
literature—and to go to 

jail for it. 


N. Y. Daily News Photo 


enemies. It won't be easy. There are plenty 
of enemies to outlast. Plenty. 

Again he picks up the manuscript, a sto- 
ry by someone named Leon Howard Lewis, 
and resumes his reading: 

“The gingham dress she wore did not 
altogether succeed in hiding the exciting 
thrust of her breasts nor the rich promise 
of her hips. Her skin was perfect without 
makeup. Her teeth were even and strong 
and white. Her eyes were large and blue.” 

All right, Sam considers, it isn’t great 
literature, but then it isn’t supposed to be 
great literature. Still it will work for his little 
magazine, Good Times ("A Revue of the 
World of Pleasure’). It was a journal littered 
with vaguely salacious cartoons, some out- 
of-focus nudes, a collection of very short 
stories, translations and features like the 
“Mexican Letter,” which begins: “Nudity is 
the chief preoccupation of Mexican films 
these days.” Then, too, there are innu- 


merable advertisements for sex manuals 
such as the one for “Research in Marriage”: 
“Using his prerogative as doctor, the author 
asked the men questions their own wives 
wouldn't dare ask them, and the women 
questions even a mother asks with fear and 
trembling.” 

No one was paid extravagantly for writing 
for Roth, but they were paid—usually no 
more than 50 bucks a shot. The process of 
payment often took some time because 
Sam was notorious for mislaying manu- 
scripts. Of course, there were always 
problems cropping up to steal his attention; 
lawyers’ fees kept him on shaky financial 
ground. 

It's not that Sam necessarily wanted to 
become an outlaw, it just sort of happened. 
Maybe it was destiny, maybe it was in his 
genes. In any case, it happened to Sam as it 
had happened to his father. 

It was in the tiny village of Nustscha in 
what is now Poland that Sam Roth was born 
on November 17, 1894. He was born into a 
world that was not eager to welcome any 
more Roths—it being the family tradition to 
buck the authorities. In this instance, the 
authorities were Germans who had come 
into control of Nustscha. One day his father 
pitched one of the local soldiers into a 
nearby river during an argument, an act that 
was to mark Roth senior an outlaw and a 
renegade. Compelled to flee, he made his 
way to America and settled in New York. In 
1904 he sent for his wife and children. 

The Lower East Side, where the Roths 
took up residence, may have been better 
than Nustscha, but it was no paradise. The 
most important lesson to be learned from 
this crowded and pestilent place, with its 
pushcarts, poverty and foreign tongues, 
was survival. It was a lesson that Sam 
learned well. 

Just before Sam enrolled at Columbia 
University in 1916, a grim doctor pro- 
nounced a death sentence on the young 
man, giving him not more than one or two 
years to live. There was no question that the 
ravages of poverty and a deficient diet had 
taken their toll on him, whittling his slender 
bone rack of a body until it seemed that one 
big gust of wind might finish him off. 

Enter Pauline Alter. “M.W."—Magnificent 
Woman, Sam called her, and she truly was, 
for she can be credited with keeping him 
alive some 60 years after Sam had been 
doomed to an early grave. Pauline and Sam 
met during his first year at Columbia. They 
were married shortly thereafter and stayed 
together until his death. All the photos taken 
of the couple show Sam gazing yearningly 
at his wife, looking very much like a shy 
lover. Hardly the sort of look you'd expect 
from America’s number-one pornographer. 

Pauline remembers Sam from those days 
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as “the poet with patched pants"—patched 
pants that he concealed by wearing his 
father's long black coat. He wore the coat 
during the sweltering dog days of summer 
just as he did in winter, in an attempt to 
remove the embarrassment of his poverty. 

Even then he was bespectacled, with a 
mat of fierce black hair contrasting with his 
fair skin and a mustache that emphasized 
the firm line of his jaw. He played the role of 
an obscure poet wonderfully, even talked 
like a poet, soft-spoken, precise, his lan- 
guage rich with images and allusions, a Yid- 
dish-Polish accent edging his voice. 

Roth was a diabetic and never drank 
any liquor or smoked a cigarette without 
becoming sick. According to Pauline, his 
only addiction was literature. He might have 
been better off if he had smoked or drank 
because literature was very nearly a fatal 
addiction. 

Given the evidence, it seems that Sam 
made little or no distinction between lit- 
erature and erotic writing. When possible, 
he tried to find authors to combine the two. 
In that sense, he was a real innovator, 
packaging high-class writing with sex and 
scandal. This formula has been used by 
several publishers since, with varying de- 
grees of success, but one must regard Sam 
as a leader in the field. 

His first sales of “pornography” were 
made out of a hole-in-the-wall he called 
Poetry Bookshop, located, inevitably, in 
Greenwich Village. Frequented by such 
luminaries as the Gershwins (the composer 
and his lyricist brother), the poet Edwin Ar- 
lington Robinson and the aging raconteur 
and writer, Frank Harris, the shop still failed 
to survive. Evidently they came to talk and 
browse, not to buy. 

Undaunted, Sam decided to try his 
fortune in Europe. By 1920 he was known 
as a Critic and outspoken advocate of a 
Zionist state in Palestine. Moreover, he 
enjoyed a reputation as a poet. A minor poet 
maybe, but a poet nonetheless. His career 
in London was brief. He was like someone 
who has been invited for cocktails and then 
leaves when he realizes he hasn't been 
invited for dinner. He saw the literati, wrote 
some reviews for British and American 
publications and had a good time, but 
nothing much came of it. 

On returning to New York, he opened a 
place called the English Institute, where he 
taught semiliterates and foreigners his own 
adopted tongue. Revenues from the in- 
stitute helped him start his magazines, the 
first of which was Two Worlds ("A Literary 
Quarterly Devoted to the Increase of the 
Gaiety of Nations”). It first appeared in 
September of 1925. Within a year, he 
started another, called Two Worlds Month- 
ly. Whatever success it enjoyed, it owed 
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mostly to passages like this one: 

“...1 suppose that's what a woman is 
supposed to be there for or He wouldn't 
have made us the way He did so attractive 
to men then if he wants to kiss my bottom |'l! 
drag open my drawers and bulge it right out 
in his face as large as life he can stick his 
tongue 7 miles up my hole as he's there my 
brown part then I'll tell him | want 1 or per- 
haps 30/—I'll tell him | want to buy under- 
clothes then if he gives me that well he 


Tame erotica like this earned 
Roth a 26-count federal 
indictment—and a landmark 
Supreme Court decision. 


won't be too bad | don't want to soak it all out 
of him like other women do...." 

That passage is from James Joyce's 
monumental novel Ulysses, a work that was 
banned in the United States until 1933 
because it had been considered obscene. 
The only way Americans could get to read 
it—or parts of it anyway—was by subscrib- 
ing to Two Worlds Monthly. 

Joyce and his literary agent, the poet Ezra 
Pound, were outraged; not only was Roth 
pirating the novel, they claimed, but he was 
butchering it besides. Roth insisted that 
he'd paid Joyce, more, in fact, than anyone 
else had at the time. He was convinced that 
Joyce was reneging on an agreement they 
had. But after 12 installments of U/ysses 
a court injunction was obtained, and no fur- 
ther excerpts were allowed to be published. 
Pauline still refers to Joyce as a “pouting 
ingrate.” But without that “pouting in- 
grate’s” writing, Two Worlds Monthly lost its 


most salable item and quickly folded. 

During all this, John S. Sumner of the New 
York Society for the Suppression of Vice 
was Carefully noting Roth's activities with 
the patience and hunger—and perhaps the 
temperament—of a vulture. Although Sum- 
ner could do nothing about the controlled 
subscription magazines, he did cast a 
vigilant eye on Roth's next offering—Beau 
("The Men's Magazine”), a forerunner of 
Esquire. But before Sumner could act de- 
cisively, Beau expired, its death hastened 
by financial woes after seven issues. 

“Sam was capable of producing fabulous 
literary products from nothing—no capital,” 
Pauline has said, But even Houdini himself 
can't keep doing this forever. Finally Sam 
was broke, Without the money for rent, he 
was forced to move out of his Fifth Avenue 
offices. He went downtown and did what he 
always did whenever he ran out of bread or 
was released from prison—started a new 
business. 

This time it was “The Book Auction,” and 
it was located on 12th Street in the Village. 
Sumner evidently saw his opportunity. At 
last he could bust Sam. It didn’t matter how 
he had to do it. If necessary, he'd frame 
Roth, and that is exactly what he did, 
sending his flunky down to Sam's new 
headquarters with a sheaf of lewd drawings 
in the hope that Sam would put them up for 
auction. Not surprisingly, Sumner had no 
taste—even when it came to something like 
lewd drawings—and Sam dumped the lot of 
them into a bin labeled “Not for Sale.” 

Undeterred, Sumner, accompanied by 
the police, raided The Book Auction the 
next day, retrieved the dirty pictures and ar- 
rested Sam and Pauline. 

Having no great civil libertarian to defend 
him—William Kunstler and Herald Fahr- 
inger weren't practicing then—Sam was 
obliged to spend three months behind bars 
on Welfare Island in 1928. The experience 
wasn't what you'd call chastening. Soon he 
was back printing and selling his books 
from a series of dank rooms on lower Fifth 
Avenue. The imprint on these books was 
The Golden Hind Press. 

The morning of October 4, 1929, a small 
battalion of cops launched an assault on 
The Golden Hind Press. This time they net- 
ted Sam, his brother Max and a good 3000 
books. Among the books was D. H. 
Lawrence's Lady Chatterley’s Lover, which 
was banned by customs for such graphic 
sex scenes as this: 

“She gave a shriek and straightened 
herself, and the heap of her soft chill flesh 
came against his body. He pressed it all up 
against him, madly, the heap of soft, chilled 
female flesh that became quickly warm asa 
flame in contact. The rain streamed on 
them until they smoked. He gathered her 
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lovely, heavy posteriors in each hand and 
pressed them in towards him in a fren- 
zy.... Then suddenly he tipped her and fell 
with her on the path. In the roaring silence of 
the rain, he took her, short and sharp and 
finished, like an animal.” 

Lawrence's book had been privately 
published in Florence, Italy, and with that 
uncanny ability Sam had for pirating, a copy 
of Lady Chatterley appeared—illegally—in 
America. 

The result of printing Lady Chatterley was 
an enforced vacation on Welfare Island for 
a couple of months in 1930. As soon as Sam 
was allowed his freedom it was immediately 
taken away. At the prison gates he was 
greeted by a detective from Philadelphia, 
where Sam was wanted for selling copies of 
the book Ulysses. The hapless Roth ended 
up serving an additional two-month stretch 
in Philadelphia's Moyamensing Prison. Af- 
ter his release, he went right back to printing 
and pirating pornography. 

All this commuting in and out of prison 
brought Sam into contact with Bill Paro, a 
convict who was willing to collaborate with 
Sam on his next enterprise, even to lend his 
name—slightly altered—to it. William Faro, 
Inc., it was called; Roth decided to stake 
what was left of his depleted fortune on the 
new venture. 

Between 1930 and 1932, Paro and Roth 


published “Modern Amatory Classics,” a 
series of books that was more likely to be 
discovered under the counter than on top of 
it, The first of the “classics” was another 
edition of Lady Chatterley’s Lover. Then, as 
if that were not enough, they published a 
companion piece entitled Lady Chatter- 
ley's Husbands. Obviously Sam bore the 
notorious Lady no ill will for having put him 
behind bars. 

The author of the improbable Husbands 
was a clever hack named Anton Gud, Like 
many of Roth's other authors, Gud seemed 
to appreciate the publisher, regarding him 
as a kind of wacky and eccentric father 
figure. Gud recalls"... walking with him and 
noting his barely imperceptible swagger, 
the movement of his ever-present cane. 
[He told me to acquire a cane when | was a 
little older. It would transform my personality 
he said. | never did.] In my mind’s eye he 
was debonair, worldly...." 

Sam couldn't stay still for long. He moved 
his offices continually, uptown, downtown, it 
didn't matter so long as he kept up the 
momentum. 

Sam's mind was always active; ideas 
careened back and forth in it like pinballs. 

Legend has it that Sam used to meet 
actress Mae West in hotel lobbies and 
dictate entire scenarios to her off the top of 
his head, while behind one of the columns a 


———— 


“Up, down! Up, down! Squeeze, moan, up, down....” 
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stenographer sat frantically taking all of it 
down. Some of Sam's admirers claim that 
he provided the inspiration for a Mae West 
play script—The Naked Woman—and the 
classic Diamond Lil. Though Sam never 
took any credit for either of them—and cer- 
tainly Mae West never gave any—it is pos- 
sible that the story is true. 

After all, with Sam, anything was possible, 
but one thing was certain: He wouldn't allow 
a year to pass without getting into some 
kind of trouble with the authorities. When he 
started out, he was content with just taking 
on the local government and people like 
Sumner. Then he decided to try for a bigger 
catch. Why not go all the way? Right to the 
nation's capital. Try for the jugular: 1600 
Pennsylvania Avenue. 

So he undertook to publish a book called 
The Strange Career of Mr. Hoover, Under 
Two Flags, by John Hamill. History re- 
members Hoover as the president who 
found himself helpless against the impact of 
the Great Depression; history, however, 
doesn't have much to say about Hoover's 
personal life. But John Hamill did. He 
accused the president of being a thief and 
an opportunistic murderer. After the book 
had gone through several printings, Hoover 
finally managed to obtain a court order to 
have it suppressed. Years later, John Hamil! 
would say that he regretted writing the 
smear, but he did not deny the veracity of 
his accusations. 

Sam Roth was a difficult man to ignore. 
In January 1932, columnist Dorothy Park- 
er, writing under the pen name “RMC,” 
satirized Roth in the pages of The New 
Yorker. No one knew what else to do with 
Roth; you either satirized him or prosecuted 
him. In June 1932, after Parker's piece 
appeared, Sam received word that he was 
being considered for a position on the “We 
Nominate for Oblivion” page of Vanity Fair, 
a society journal of the time. Moreover, Sam 
was told that his photograph would occupy 
a spot on the page cheek by jow! with 
Hitler's. (What the Fuehrer thought of Roth's 
nomination is not known.) Sam refused to 
allow his photograph to appear unless he 
could kiss the editor, Clare Boothe Brokaw 
(later Clare Boothe Luce), a very elegant 
and powerful woman. Clare Brokaw made it 
known that she would rather not have to en- 
dure a kiss from Sam. Another distaff editor 
volunteered in her place, and Sam's photo 
appeared. 

Oblivion was no joke for Sam. It began to 
seem like the real thing. Threatened (again) 
with financial failure, he started another 
publishing house—Nesor Publishing Com- 
pany—and reissued the Faro expurgation 
of Lady Chatterley’s Lover. 

Maybe he should have contented himself 

(continued on page 92) 
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“Thanks, Eddie! I'll press it in my scrapbook!” 
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nnie is studying to be a 
commercial pilot. She’d like her passengers to be thin, dark-haired 
men when her dancer’s legs straddle the stick on some adventurous flight. 
“I like men who are willing to experiment,” and we bet that includes 
learning to do a flying 69 rather than a figure eight. 

A girl who likes swimming, fishing, hunting and snorkeling, 
this 22-year-old fox from West Palm Beach isn’t the kind of girl who 
is just going to lie back until the right man comes along. 

She’s ready to take aim and gun down her prey and then envelop him 
in red-hot passion. “I love to have men with my mouth,” she says, 
and she expects the favor to be returned. But Annie deserves 
more than lip service for the flights of fancy she sends men on. Her 
instructor should be eager to teach her a proper three-point landing. 
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A man walked into a crowded doctor's office. As he 
approached the desk, the receptionist asked him, “Yes, 
sir, may we help you?” 

“There’s something wrong with my dick," he replied. 

The receptionist became aggravated and said, “You 
shouldn't come into a crowded office and say things like 
that.” 

“Why not? You asked me what was wrong and | told 
you,” he said. 

“We do not use language like that here,” she said. 
“Please go outside and come back in and say that 
there's something wrong with your ear or whatever.” 

The man walked out, waited several minutes and 
reentered. The receptionist smiled smugly and asked, 
“Yes?” 

“There's something wrong with my ear,” he stated. 

The receptionist nodded approvingly. “And what is 
wrong with your ear, sir?" 

“! can't piss out of it,” the man replied. 


Do you know how to fuck a fat woman's cunt instead of 
her wrinkles? Just have her piss and follow it upstream. 


Tired of the boring “straights” she'd been laying, a chick 
decided she'd find out if bikers were really the heavy 
“cocksmen” that she heard they were. So she picked up 
a gigantic bro and went with him to his pad. Stripped and 
ready, anxiously awaiting some real action, she was 
astonished to see that his fully erect crank was only two 
inches long. 

“Who,” she demanded scornfully, “do you think you're 
gonna satisfy with that?” 

Grinning confidently, the bro replied, “Me!” 


Two morticians were having difficulty closing the casket 
lid on aman who had died with a large hard-on. First they 
tried tying his cock down to his leg, but the leg just 
sprang up in the air. Then they tied it to both legs, but 
they, too, sprang up. As a last resort they tried anchoring 
it to his arms, but the body bounced up into a sitting 
position. Disgusted, the undertakers called the dead 
man's wife and told her about the problem and asked her 
for advice. She told them to cut her husband's cock off 
and stick it up his ass. So they did. The next day she 
came to look at her dearly departed husband and 
noticed that he had tears in his eyes. Smiling, she said, 
“See, you son of a bitch. | told you it hurt!" 


The HUSTLER Dictionary defines Organized Religion 
as: dogma shit. 


A man had died and his widow went to the funeral parlor 
to make the burial arrangements. 

“We've taken care of everything,” said the mortician. 
“But there’s something in your instructions that | don’t 
understand.” 

“What's that?” the widow queried. 

“Why do you want your husband buried face down 
with his bare ass sticking up out of the ground?” 

The widow replied, “So that when | come to visit his 
grave, I'll have a place to park my bicycle.” 


Renee Richards is quite a phenomenon. She's the only 
tennis player in the world who can play tennis even after 
losing her balls. 
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The common symptoms of swine flu are: High fever, 
upset stomach, occasional cramps and an irresistible 
urge to fuck in the mud. 


A multimillionaire desperately wanted to marry off his 
stupid, ugly daughter. In exchange for wedlock, the 
bridegroom would inherit everything he owned. In due 
time, a young, money-hungry man answered the mil- 
lionaire's prayer and settled down with his bride in a 
new home. One day, he decided to hang a portrait of his 
father-in-law and yelled at his wife, “Hey, stupid, get me 
a hammer!" She replied, “Duh, get a hammer! Get a 
hammer!” Then he asked her to get some nails. She 
dribbled, “Duh, get some nails, get some nails."’ When all 
his tools were gathered, he started to pound the nails 
and hit his thumb with the hammer. “Oh, fuck!" he yelled. 
As the bride ran from the room she said, “Duh, get a bag! 
Get a bag!” 


How do you kill an Armenian? Sneak up on him while 
he's getting a drink of water, then slam the toilet seat on 
his head. 


The HUSTLER Dictionary defines a Beaver as: a fur- 
bearing animal that sits on your face and eats your 
tongue. 


HUSTLER Humor jokes are sent to us by our readers. If 
you've heard a gut buster lately, how about sending It our 
way? Submit your joke on a file card, mailed In a sealed 
envelope, to: HUSTLER Humor, 40 West Gay Street, 
Columbus, Ohio 43215. If your joke Is selected, we will 
send you a check for $25. Sorry, no returns. Se 
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we PAN TOUh 
KRoPFICA 


—Anicletby MiGhasl Toohey — 


my first pussy photo—and 

as a matter of fact, my very 
first pussy. It was the triangu- 
lar black muff of the Mexican 
woman who adorned the five of 
diamonds from a deck of Ti- 
juana playing cards (the rest of 
the cards were in the posses- 
sion of 51 of my schoolmates, 
who, like myself, had bought 
them for 25% apiece from a 
sixth-grade smut peddler). I 
called the woman Chiquita, and 
I fell in love with her. Although 
her South-of-the-border bush 
was so thick her cunt lips were 
completely concealed, I could 
easily imagine myself hacking 
my way through her pubes— 
with a machete, if necessary— 
to reach her spicy split. 

“Fuck me! Fuck me, joo beeg 
strong gringo!” she panted in 
my ear every time I took her 
into the bathroom with me— 
which was often twice a day. 
There, I would imagine myself 
burying my banana in Chi- 
quita’s sweet hole while she 
cooed, “Ahhh, que macho!” and 
screwed me to the sound of 
maracas only we could hear. 
What a letdown when I'd finally 
come and my Mexican spitfire’s 
cunt would réturn to its Dr. 
Jekyll form—my hand. 

’ Then I'd stuff Chiquita back 
Ps into my pocket and begin the 


| 11 years old when I saw 


cleanup, wiping jizz from the 
a hot and cold faucets, from the 
i perfume bottles on the sink and 

ve? from my father’s: false teeth. 
y Afterward [I would check to 
make sure that I had gotten it 
all; then I would double-check, 
remembering the time that my 
mother had confronted me with 
a towel that had been hit dead 
center by an overlooked wad of 
my joy juice: “Michael, is this 
yours?” 


(Preceding page and 
above) French postcards, 
circa 1910. (Right) Could 
Mary Lincoln have inspired 


this Civil War era 
daguerreotype? (Below 

left) Cabinet photo from 

the 1880s. (Below right) 
One of the leg-spread 
photos that were popular in 
the U. S. after World War |. 


Caught! My heart pounded as I tried in 
vain to think of an excuse. 

“Honestly,” she said. “Do you think this 
mess belongs on my good towels?” 

I could almost hear the muffled cries 
from deep within my pocket, “Eet belongs 
een my poosey.” 

“Never,” my mother continued, “never 
blow your nose on the towels again.” 

Chiquita and I remained lovers until the 
time I forgot to remove her from the pocket 
of my soiled shirt, and she was destroyed in 
the washing machine. For several months 
afterward I was forced to stoke the fire in 
my loins with “National Geographic” 
photos of busty New Guinea savages. In 
time, however, I created my own beaver 
photograph by superimposing a cunningly 
trimmed cutout from a toupee ad over 
a model in a flesh-colored bikini. The 
prostate is the mother of invention. 

I don’t think it’s an exaggeration to say 
that every man since the dawn of time has 
had a “Chiquita” in his life. Ever since 
prehistoric man stopped drawing saber- 
toothed tigers and woolly mammoths on 
his cave walls and began creating “fertili- 
ty” artworks of various types, visual erotic 
stimuli have played an important part in 
human sexual arousal. Indeed, nearly ev- 
ery ancient civilization had some type of 
erotic art. 

We call it “art” in retrospect, but the 
truth is that most primitive whack-off ma- 
terial was originally intended to be just 
that—whack-off material. Sculptured im- 
ages of fertility deities with huge, hard 
cocks were not always meant to be merely 
admired or worshipped but to be used as 
dildoes. 

It was not until the Renaissance that 
artists began to fill canvases with heavy- 
set nudes that were intended for popular 
display, mostly on the bedroom walls of 
wealthy patrons. Although these bloated 
beauties were unclothed, most were shown 
in “tasteful” poses and settings, and the 
paintings often involved classical themes, 
like Leonardo da Vinci’s “Leda and the 
Swan.” Because of the enormous amount 
of time required to produce a detailed 
painting, it hardly seems fair to call a 
masterpiece like “Leda” a. forerunner of to- 
day’s porn. But it was, in the sense that 
it served to arouse viewers. More blatant 
sexual art did exist at the time, but like da 
Vinci’s clinical drawing “Study of Cop- 
ulation,” what little there was remained 
hidden away in drawers and notebooks. 

If da Vinci had been able to earn extra 
money by cranking out “feelthy peectures” 


with a Polaroid camera, he might have 
done just that. But the revolution in erot- 
ica that the camera brought about did not 
take place until the mid-1800s, when the 
daguerreotype made true reproduction of 
images upon a chemically treated copper 
plate a relatively easy process. The first 
daguerreotype depicted a still life, but it 
was only a matter of a few years before 
spread-legged human forms began to ap- 
pear on the scene. 

The Victorian era was already in full 
swing by the time the first erotic pho- 
tographs poked out their cum-stained 
heads. This era, during which chicken 
breasts were called “bosoms” and piano 
legs were clothed in crinolines, was a time 
when erotica thrived and grew in popular- 
ity precisely due to the atmosphere of 
suppression. The forbidden fruit had never 
before been so attractive. 

For nearly a century before this, printed 
erotica had been causing a stir in England. 
And in the U.S., “Fanny Hill” was banned in 
our nation’s first obscenity trial in 1821. 
However, when erotic photographs began 
to appear and placed naked women with 
soggy, gaping cunts before the eager eyes 
of American males, censors found they had 
another monster to deal with. 

While Queen Victoria was thrusting her 
blue nose into the bedrooms of British 
subjects, America had its own sexual 
busybody in the person of Anthony Com- 
stock. In the 1860s, Comstock mounted an 
all-out offensive against lust-laden enter- 
tainment that finally resulted in the 
passage of the Comstock Law in 1873. The 
act stipulated that it was henceforth illegal 
to send “obscene” materials through the 
mails. Comstock was designated special 
agent for the post office and in his first year 
claimed to have seized 200,000 obscene 
pictures and photographs and 5000 decks 
of pornographic playing cards, as well as 
numerous books and condoms. These 
enormous figures testify to the popularity 
of erotica in America during those stilted 
years. 

Among the pictures on these pages are 
some that survived Comstock’s reign of 
terror (which incidentally continues even 
today, as evidenced by the recent persecu- 
tion of HUSTLER in Cleveland and Cincin- 
nati). Not even the excuse that a photo or 
painting was a work of art could redeem it 
in Comstock’s narrow viewpoint. He de- 
manded that all figures in artworks be 
at least partially clothed—and preferably 
completely clothed. 

(continued on page 88) 


cards pictured here were 
probably produced in Mex- 
ico during the 1930s. 
(Right) This patriotic World 
War Il tart sacrificed her 
panties so our boys could 
hit the silk with hard-ons. 
(Below) Unabashed lady 
and an anonymous bed- 
mate, photographed dur- 
ing the 1940s. (The photos 
on these pages courtesy of 
Shel Fisher and the Herb 
Peck, Jr., collection.) 


SWEETEST 


GIRL 


IN THE WORLD 


FICTION BY M. Vv. CLAYTON 


onna cel-e-brate tonight!” 

Eugene pushed his hair back. Then he 
straightened his tie, sat down on his 
suitcase and grinned at the passing cars. 

Thinking of sleeping with Margie for the first time 
made it hard to concentrate on hitchhiking. With 
only five miles left, after a long week of scrimping, 
planning and waiting and a longer morning of 
thumbing through the southern countryside, he 
allowed himself to imagine the perfect plan one 
last time: After the curtain call of the class play she 
had written, he would sweep her away to a feast of 
steak and beer, then, with the purloined key, they 
would sneak into the deserted house of her Eu- 
rope-touring aunt. Then there would be a long, 
titillating dual strip and foreplay, followed by.... 

Eugene jumped up and went Into his stance. As 
cars passed, he waved, laughed and held his 
thumb up nonchalantly. Was she really a virgin? 
Should he? Would she? He could see Margie in her 
dorm room, brushing her long blonde hair, looking 
out the window. He could see her excited face, with 
the quick hazel eyes, the sexiness she flaunted in 
tight sweaters, skirts and movements, the smooth 
nymphlike body he worshipped.... 

A hulking, scorched DeSoto was pulling over, 
stopping on the shoulder. “Ah, my carriage,” he 
said, grabbing his suitcase and running to the car. 

There were two people in the car: an old-to- 
middle-aged man driving and a long-haired young 
girl beside him. He seemed to recall the car as the 
one that had just passed going the other way while 
the man driving aimed a camera at him. 

As he reached for the back-door handle, the man 
motioned to him. 

“Up front here,” the man yelled. 

“I can sit in the back, sir,” Eugene said. “I! don’t 
mind at all.” 

“You'll sit up here,” the man said with a good- 
natured smile. 
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ugene opened the front door and 
slid his suitcase over into the back 
seat. As he slipped into the front 
seat, he noticed that the girl was at 
least as young as he. She was attractive ina 
simple, comely way. She was wearing a 
plain cotton print dress, and her sandy hair 
fell in old-fashioned waves over her large 
breasts. Her thighs, knees, calves and 
complexion were smooth and pale. She 
smelled of cheap soap, musty closets and 
open fires. Eugene was instantly reminded 
of lush simplicity, something of Erskine 
Caldwell’s southern country beauties with 
their naive sensuality and pent-up lust. 

Eugene closed the door and tried not to 
crowd her. “Sorry to cause y'all trouble.” 

“No trouble," the man said. “It's our 
pleasure.” 

The man drove slowly. He was stout, 
grizzly, about 50, with short, gray-streaked 
hair and a deeply lined, tanned face that 
suggested to Eugene both the hard cunning 
of an old gambler and the soft benevolence 
of a wise father. 

Eugene sank into the seat, regretting that 
it would be a short—and probably silent— 
ride. Will never know why they seem so 
strange. Will never know if she has pent-up 
lust. 

“| bet you're a col-ledge boy,” the man 
snorted. 

Eugene blinked and nodded. “Well, yes, 
sir...1 am." 

“| could tell,” the man chuckled. “And | 
bet you're going to the woman's col-ledge 
up here to see your gal.” 

“Well, yes, sir,” he said, “| mean, a girl.” 

"Oh," the man said. “| knew it. | could tell. 
You're a lover.” 

Eugene blinked and fought back a blush. 
He squirmed closer to the door. 

“Yessirree," the man said. “You're a /over 
all right.” 

"Well, no, sir," Eugene said. “| wouldn't 
say that exactly.” 

“Modesty,” the man said, “will get you 
nowhere. And you can cut out this ‘sir’ 
business. | bet we all got names. Mine's 
Charles.” 

“Glad to meet you,” Eugene said. “I’m 
Eugene.” 

“Good,” Charles replied. “This here is 
Nancy.” 

Eugene smiled and nodded at Nancy. 
Her soft, unrouged and pretty face was ex- 
pressionless. She gazed straight ahead. 

“Nancy here,” Charles said, “is the 
sweetest girl in the world.” 

Eugene smiled awkwardly and glanced 
out of the window. Nancy looked blankly 
ahead. Perhaps the proud father. 

“You don't believe me," Charles said. 

“Oh, no, sir—l mean, no, Charles,” he 
said. "| believe you.” 
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“No you don't,” Charles said. “You're just 
being polite.” 

“No, sir, Charles. lf you say she is, | 
believe you.” 

Eugene smiled at Nancy, but she con- 
tinued to stare straight ahead. Charles 
leaned over and nodded to her. 

"She is," Charles said, “and you don't 
believe me. You're just tryin’ to be nice. But 
it's the truth. Nancy /s the sweetest girl in the 
world. Go on, Nancy. Show him you're the 
sweetest girl in the world.” 

Eugene chuckled. This is peculiar. He 
couldn't imagine what she could do to prove 
such a Claim. 

As she sat gazing inanimately out the 
window, he realized she had neither spoken 
nor moved since he got in. Was she petrified 
with shyness, or about to dramatically break 
out into unbridled sweetness? 

She turned slowly and moved toward him. 
Her face, though expressionless, seemed 
soft and radiant. Her eyes were deep. His 
heart leaped. He blinked and moved closer 
to the door. Her shoulder leaned into his. 
Her large lilac lips covered his. 

My God. His left eye stared into her huge 
brown eye. His heart pounded. She held the 
kiss. He sat stiffly, with his hands open in his 
lap. He felt her tongue. His eyes shut and 
sprang back open. 

| hope this is what Charles had in mind. 

Her lips slowly moved away. She turned 
her flushed face back to the front. Eugene 
looked at the road, too, and gulped deeply. 

“Whaddid-I-tell you!” Charles roared. He 
slapped his knee. “The sweet-est girl in the 
world. Whoo-pee!” 

Eugene swallowed the strain of a broad 
but confused smile. 

“Now you believe me?" Charles asked. 

"Yes, sir," Eugene said, grinning. "She is. 
She certainly is.” 

“Whooo-woo!” Charles said. 


he car crept on. Nancy sat rigid. 
Charles grinned and Eugene 
blinked. 

"Yeh, I'll tell you," Charles 
said. "I've known Nancy here for a long time 
now, and | know she's the sweetest girl in 
the world, and it’s a shame for her to have to 
live the way she does.” Eugene blinked. 
“She got messed up with the wrong guy, 
that's what. Her old man’s doing time again, 
and, hell, he don't give a damn about her. 
He expects her to stay shut up like a dog.’ 

Eugene glanced at Nancy. She gazed 
blankly ahead. 

“Hell,” Charles went on. She ain't but 17. 
Well, make that 18. Purty gal, too. Young, 
likes to have fun like any young gal. And 
no folks to speak of, just her grandma in 
Charlotte. See, I'm her neighbor, and | know 
it ain't right. They oughta hava annulment. 


’ 


Until they do, | try to help her. | think a lot of 
her, and she oughta have her some fun 
sometimes.” 

Eugene blinked. 

“You're young,” Charles said, “and you 
know. Hell, it ain't natural being shut up and 
havin’ no fun. I'm taking her up to see her 
granny so she can git out where nobody 
knows her and have some fun. You know 
how it is.” 

“Well,” Eugene said. “| mean, sure. | 
guess.” 

“| knew you'd agree with me. Look at her. 
Purty as hell.” 

Eugene looked at her. Nancy was still 
acting the same way, staring straight 
ahead, expressionless. But pretty some- 
how. Yet, except for slightly flushed cheeks, 
she seemed lifeless. He couldn't imagine 
her having much fun with anyone, any- 
where, But then she's definitely got a streak 
of abandonment in her. 

Then he noticed it: a tiny twitch. Her 
cheek flinched. Several seconds later it 
happened again. 

“| gotta stop at the doctor's office here,” 
Charles said as they approached a string 
of stores. “Gotta fill my prescription.” 

Charles stopped in a parking area and 
got out. “Y'all two git good 'n’ acquainted, 
why don'tcha?" he said. “Y'all both young.” 

He winked as he closed the door and 
walked away. Eugene blinked. Nancy 
twitched. Charles went into a liquor store. 

Eugene thought about how to “get ac- 
quainted” and what to say to someone as 
strange as she. Taking a deep breath, he 
pulled out his cigarettes. What if she’s a 
deaf mute? 

“Would you like a cigarette?” he asked. 
His hand trembled. 

She looked at the extended pack and 
said, with a quiver, “Oh, you smoke them 
kind.” She took one. "That's the kind | like. 
Thanks.” 

Incredible, Eugene thought. He held his 
lighter firmly, his composure gaining. 

“They're good cigarettes," he said. 

Her hand was trembling. Her cigarette 
trembled. She inhaled deeply, held it and 
softly whistled it out. His composure waned. 
Nancy was not just nervous-shy, she was 
nervous-something else. 

“A funny doctor's store,” he said. He 
feigned a laugh. 

“Yeh,” she replied. She looked straight 
ahead and twitched. 

“Look,” he said. “Are you all right?” 

“Yeh,” she said. 

“| mean,” he said, “does he embarrass 
you when he talks like that?” 

“No," she said softly. 

“Is what he said true?” 

“Yeh.” Nancy flinched. “I'm going to 
Granny's.” 
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Eugene tried to look away. He tried to 
think of something to make her relax. He 
wanted to find out what was going on. Then 
she looked at him, locked onto his eyes and 
asked, “Where you goin’?” 

He glanced away. “Well, I'm going to the 
college.” 

Just as abruptly she looked away and 
down and asked, "You have to?” 

Charles was coming toward the car. 

“Well,” he said. “| ought to.” 

She snuffed out the cigarette and be- 
came rigid again. The little twitch flashed 
across her face. Charles got in and shoved 
the brown bag into Nancy's lap. “Jest what 
the doctor ordered.” He laughed loudly. “Do 
wonders for you, young or old,” 

He backed the car out, saying, “Sweet 
girl, ain't she?” Eugene smiled weakly and 
nodded. “Look, Eu-gene, how ‘bout havin’ 
a little medicine with us? You ain't in no 
hurry. Betcha could use a little. Wnaddaya 
say?" 

“Well...” 

“Well, hell!” Charles said. “It'll sure make 
you well. Let's mosey over to a drive-in and 
get us a chaser. Fix you up like a buck.” 

“Well,” Eugene said, looking at Nancy, 
“I'm sort of expected—" 

“You'll git there, if that’s where you're 
going." Charles winked again. “But havin’ a 
little drink with us will git you there primed." 


t seemed somehow wrong, but Eugene 

found himself nodding. They drove off 

the road into town and onto a bypass 

and went slowly, Charles talking about 
the virtues of bourbon, being young and 
having fun. Then they pulled into a drive- 
in restaurant and parked. A curb boy took 
Charles's order: two Pepsis and two cups. 
Nancy sat rigidly. 

Charles took a half-dollar from his pocket 
and flipped it. 

“Here's a prize, Eu-gene," he said. “Git it, 
and you can have it.” 

Swiftly and smoothly Charles slid the 
half-dollar under the hem of Nancy's dress. 
In God's name! Eugene thought, staring at 
the thighs showing below the hem and the 
tip of the coin. He looked up and snickered. 

"Go on," Charles said. "Git it.” 

Eugene looked at Nancy. She was non- 
committal. He was excited. A silly dare, he 
thought. Better to appease. He delicately 
slid the coin out without touching her. 

She shivered. He handed it to Charles 
and exhaled. 

“Oh. That weren't hard enough for you, 
was it?” 

Charles took the coin and quickly slid his 
hand all the way under Nancy's dress and 
withdrew it, coinless. “Now, see if you can 
git it.” 

Incredulous, Eugene looked at the bulge 
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halfway up ner thigh and then at her passive 
face. My God! He shook his head and 
snickered. 

“Go on. She don't mind. She likes it. Don't 
you, Nancy?” 

She didn't answer or move. Astounded, 
Eugene reached under and took the coin, 
brushing her thigh and sliding his fingers out 
over her warm flesh. He felt an erection as 
he handed the coin to Charles. Nancy didn't 
move. 

“Well, you don’t want it unless you have 
to work for it, do you?” 

Charles laughed. He reached under her 
dress and gave his wrist a flick. He raised 
his eyebrows: “Now, let’s see you get that 
one!” 

Eugene shook his head. "No, | think she'd 
better get that one.” 

“Oh, no!” Charles said. “She wants you 
to get it.” 

“Do you?" Eugene asked. 

“Sure she does. Hurry up though. Here 
comes the boy.” 


ugene felt ridiculous, aroused and 
capricious. Bending over, he 
reached up her dress and groped 
her thighs. They were warm and 
damp. His fingers tingled as they struck soft 
hair and the coin. No panties! In a brief, 
mischievous spasm, he toyed with both hair 
and coin, then jerked his hand out and 


handed the half-dollar to Charles. He was 
sweating. Charles grinned. Nancy had the 
tiniest of smiles. Eugene covered his 
erection. My God! 

Charles paid the boy and handed a drink 
to Nancy. “Give it to Eugene.” 

Eugene poured a little out in his cup. 
Charles put the other on the dash above a 
lenslike protrusion and smashed the brown 
bag down to wrench open the cap. 

“Here, Nancy,” he said. “Ladies first.” 

Eugene watched her take a full four- 
second swig, lower it calmly and hand it to 
Charles. My God! Eugene thought. She took 
a small sip of Pepsi. Charles did the same: a 
four-second swig and a short swig of Pepsi. 
The bottle came to Eugene. His erection 
had subsided. He smiled and put the bottle 
to his lips. He held it there for four seconds, 
taking only a two-second swig. Sup- 
pressing a cough, he handed it to Nancy 
and raised his cup of Pepsi to his mouth. He 
gulped and water rolled out of his eyes. 

“Yessirree-bob-taill” Charles laughed. 
“That's a drinkin!” 

Nancy took another long swig. Charles 
did the same. Eugene, burning, took a long 
swig of bourbon and a longer one of Pepsi. 
He almost stuck the bottle in Nancy's eye. 
She took it and did it again. Oh, my God! 
Eugene thought. 

“That'll fix the ole fixer up, Charles 
roared. “Set you to buzzin’.” 


".. Now turn your head and cough....” 
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Charles took another big swig, and he 
laughed. Eugene started to say something 
but couldn't. He found the bottle in his hand. 

“!'wa dontthink | should take anymore, 
thanyoujustthesame.” 

“Ah, go on,” Charles said. “You ain't had 
enough to oil the joints yet.” 

Eugene hesitated. 

“Take another swig, Eu-gene. There's 
plenty there. You ain't even wet your whistle 
yet. Take another. | wanna talk to you.” 

“One more," Eugene said. He took a 
three-second swig that he thought was a 
one-second swig. He couldn't find his cup. 
Charles handed him a cigar. Eugene looked 
at it. My God, he thought. I’m getting drunk. 

“That's nice," he said, taking the cigar. 
He stuck it in his mouth, and Charles stuck a 
flaming match under it. 

“No,” he said, “I'd rather just chew on it, 
thanks.” 

“Light it," Charles said. Eugene drew in 
strongly. The car seemed to rise and sink 
as Eugene looked down at the bottle in his 
hands. 

“Here's looking at ye,” he said. He took a 
gurgling guzzle, handed the bottle to 
Charles, said "oops" and gave it to Nancy. 
“My apologies are distended,” he said. He 
bowed his head. Inhaling the cigar like a 
cigarette, he felt his lungs enflame. “My 
God," he said, “that's a strong cigar." 

“Don't inhale the bugger,” Charles said. 
“It'll make you puke.” 
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“Well said,” Eugene said. He puffed out 
on the cigar, watched the ash turn red—like 
passion, he thought—and took the bottle 
from Charles. “Either I'm drunk or this bot- 
tle's might-near empty.” 

“Ain't neither,” Charles said. “There's still 
a goodun'’ in it.” 

“Then it's yourn, my lady," Eugene said, 
offering Nancy the bottle. 

“Go on, take it," Charles said. “It ain't 
the last. I'm going to git us some more.” He 
started the car and pulled out into the 
highway. 

“Oh, not for me," Eugene said. “| can't. | 
hafta get to the col-ledge.” 

“OK,” Charles said. “| have to talk to you.” 

He turned off the highway and drove 
down a sparsely housed road. 

“Where we goin'?” Eugene said. 

“Right here,” Charles said, pulling into an 
empty parking lot of a church. He stopped 
and cut off the motor. “| want to tell you 
something and ask you something, but I'd 
rather we got out and did it 'cause it's about 
her, and she's a little shy, so let's git out.” 

Charles got out. Eugene got out and met 
Charles in front of the car. Charles put his 
hand on Eugene's shoulder. Eugene puffed 
on the cigar. 

“You see,” Charles said, “Nancy's real 
sweet, but she's lonely. Young, all cooped 
up like a dog. And y'all done took a shinin’ 
to one ‘nother. You know?” 

Eugene smiled and hitched up his pants. 


“Well, Charles, you see, I'm ex-pected. 
Back at the col-ledge. My girlfriend's 
expecting me.” 

“To-night!" Charles said. “Tonight! For 
God's sake, it's barely afternoon. The whole 
day’s ahead of you. Y'all like each other; | 
can tell. Y'all could have some good fun 
before tonight. She’s entitled to some fun, 
'n' you are, too. Get it?” Eugene blinked. 
“When two young people like each other, 
they oughta get together. You know. Play 
around. Have fun.” 

Eugene thought about Henry Miller, wild 
youth, pent-up lust. 

“You come on to Charlotte with us and git 
acquainted with Nancy. You can really git 
acquainted right in the car. Git what | 
mean?" 

Charles shook Eugene's shoulder. Eu- 
gene was thinking of screwing Nancy in 
the front seat. But in his thoughts he saw 
Margie's arched eyebrows. 

“Sounds invitin'’,"" Eugene said. “But | 
hafta be at the col-ledge tonight.” 

“Look,” Charles said. "You go with us. It 
ain't but a half-hour drive. You 'n’ Nancy git 
nice 'n' acquainted, and if you still want to 
come back here, I'll bring you. I'm just 
droppin’ Nancy off and takin’ care of a lit- 
tle business, then I'm headin’ back here." 
Charles patted Eugene's shoulder and 
started back around the car. “Now, let's git 
goin’,"” he said. “Just relax and have fun.” 
He winked at Eugene. “Ah, she ain't gonna 
die not knowing.” 

“OK,” Eugene said. 

“OK,” Charles said, getting in. “Let's go.” 

Eugene got in. Nancy looked stiff. God, he 
thought, | wish she would loosen up. They 
were back on the highway quickly, and 
within a few minutes they were parked in 
front of a liquor store. Charles went in. 
Eugene and Nancy sat silently; he trying 
desperately to think while she twitched. 


verything’s all set,” Charles said 
as he got in. He winked. “Now you 
two can git acquainted like y'all 
oughta.” 

They drove onto the highway, toward 
Charlotte. Charles glanced over at them. He 
laughed and handed Eugene the new 
bottle. 

“Don't mind me," he said. "I'm just the 
chauffeur. Just forget |'m here. Have a 
drink. Relax. Git ac-quainted.” 

Nancy looked straight ahead. Eugene 
squirmed. He toyed with the sealed cap of 
the bottle. He was uneasy, feeling he was 
expected to do something but not knowing 
what was appropriate. 

“Come on now," Charles said, while 
Eugene opened the bottle and took a violent 
swig. “Atta boy,” Charles laughed. 

They all began taking swigs and passing 
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the bottle around again. 

“Come on now,” Charles said. “Y'all ain't 
got forever. You gonna be sorry you let all 
this time go by once you git acquainted.” 


ou just don't do it this way, 
Eugene thought. And he stared 
ahead. 

“Now there y'all are,” Charles 
went on, "wantin' to git to know each other 
so bad, and neither will do what you both 
want the other to do.” 

Nancy squirmed slightly. Eugene tried 
to build up his courage. Charles turned off 
the main highway, muttering about a short- 
cut, Eugene felt new flashes of uncertainty. 
He wanted to get out. He took another wild 
swig of bourbon, 

"She wants you, boy,” 
“Don't you know that?” 

“Look,” Eugene said. "This is an unusual 
situation.” 

“You done forgot how sweet she is, ain't 
you?” Charles said. 

Eugene turned to Nancy and stared until 
she cut her eyes to him. He felt a rush of 
love, lust, longing. He moved toward her. 
Her face turned to him. He kissed her. By 
all standards it didn't seem right, but it was 
happening. He kissed her wildly, pressing. 
He felt her freeze melting. She pressed 
back, but her arms stayed limp in her lap. 
He realized her response was actually mini- 
mal. He broke away and sat back. 


Charles said. 


“Gittin’ ac-quainted!" Charles shouted, 
“Yessirree!" 

Staring at the blurred countryside, Eu- 
gene thought: The old man's perverse. 
She's weird and |'m drunk. But maybe he 
knows her needs and she knows her needs 
but she's shy and he just likes to see people 
happy. Maybe she likes to be passive. To be 
taken. Then, by God, I'll take her! 

He almost jumped her. She grabbed him 
He kissed her wildly and groped. No bra. 
She held his shoulders. He could feel her 
desire but not see it. She was like an old 
dream: the luscious, yielding nymph. 

She was almost under him, and he was 
kissing her, thinking “sweetness,” feeling 
her soft skin, her big breasts under thin 
cotton. He became systematic, caressing 
her back, neck and breasts. She yielded 
completely. 

Her hair and skin smelled of cheap soap. 
Her dress had a sweet, freshly ironed musk. 
He imagined her toiling alone in her home 
and looking out her window, touching 
herself. He wanted to draw the dreariness 
out of her, smother her loneliness. He 
unbuttoned her dress. He put his hand in 
and found her round breast and the taut 
nipple. He kissed her neck, her breastin his 
hand. It seemed incredibly beautiful, white, 
ruddy, pink, purple. He kissed and sucked 
it, and she made her first wee sounds of 
pleasure. His free hand went under her 
dress, up her thighs, stroking. She slid 


lower, and his leg eased over hers. She 
made a tiny but encouraging guttural sound 
as he touched her pubic hair. He groaned. 
He kissed her, pressing his chest to her, 
caressing her moist crotch. Her fingers 
fumbled with his zipper, and her hand 
slipped inside his fly. He groaned as she 
pulled his tumid penis out and bent her head 
to his lap. Her wet, soft lips went down over 
it. He contorted. He closed his eyes and 
leaned back, stroking her. 


ou see that?’ Charles asked, 
Eugene's eyes flipped open 
Nancy's head was still dipping in 
his lap. “That up there," Charles 
said, pointing to a barely visible plane. 

My God, Eugene thought, at a time like 
this. 

"Re-minds me of the U-2 incident," 
Charles said. "Remember it flew so high 
you couldn't see it, taking pictures nobody 
knew it was taking.” 

Eugene blinked. 

“Now that's what | call clever,” Charles 
said. "Like ‘Candid Camera’. Which re- 
minds me. | got a camera, a Polaroid, and | 
bet you'd like to have a picture of Nancy 
to remember her by, wouldn't you?” 

Eugene wanted to say something, but it 
didn't seem right to talk while she was 
sucking him, He swallowed loudly. 

“| mean, | can take some good pictures. 
She's got a good body, ain't she? Bet you'd 
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like to have one of her, like she really is 
Well, | can take 'em. And | know she'd like 
one of you. | know y’all'd like some taken 
together, while you're having fun. Well, | can 
sure take ‘em. Ten seconds and you got the 
fun for a lifetime. How'd you like that?” 

Eugene felt his passion ebb. Nancy sat 
up. She looked suddenly vacant. Eugene 
covered himself with his hands. 

“Well, sure,” Eugene said. "| mean—" 

“You mean,’ Charles said, “that it would 
be an unexpected bonanza." 

Eugene giggled. Losing control. I'm being 
taken, 

“| can take good pictures,’ Charles said. 
“I'm an amateur photographer. Got a bunch 
of good cameras. Nancy’d like one of you, 
wouldn't you, Nancy?” 

Nancy nodded as Eugene slipped his 
flaccid penis back in his pants. 

“Yeh,” Charles said, “something to re- 
member each other by. Ah, now,” he went 
on, “didn't mean to interrupt y’all’s gittin’ ac- 
quainted. | just saw that plane and got to 
thinking how nice it'd be." 

Eugene nodded and looked at Nancy. 
Charles began whistling a country tune. 

“'Scuse me," Charles said. ‘Forget I'm 
here. | won't interrupt no more." 

They were in the country. Long patches 
of dark woods between deep, wide tracts of 
farm land. Suddenly it struck him: Was he 
being kidnapped? But he couldn't be kid- 
napped and make love to his kidnapper's 


neighbor. Whatever's happening | better 
take advantage of what | can. But Nancy 
seems so pitiful sitting there so rigid. Like a 
beaten puppy. So compliant. Just touch her 
and she gives. Ask her a question and she 
nods. But hadn't he always wanted to make 
it with a girl like her? A sensual girl who 
submitted. But he felt sorry for her and 
damned himself for it. He fought the urge to 
moralize, to sympathize, to right what might 
be a desperate wrong to her. Don't think 
of it. 


e turned to her. Her big eyes 

jumped to him and back to the 

road. He put his hand to her 

cheek. She flinched. He pressed 
gently, and she leaned into him. They 
swung into each other, and he caressed her 
forcefully. Soon they were at it again. He 
moved his head into her dress. She was 
limp, acquiescent, passive, warm. 

Faintly, Eugene heard the refrain “Yes- 
sirree, gittin’ acquainted.” 

They were almost on the floor, struggling 
with her dress. Eugene worked to get her 
hips right. Motors were roaring. A horn was 
blaring. 

“Goddamn sonuvabitches!" 
Charles yell. 

The car lurched forward. Braked and 
lurched. "Goddamn sonuvabitches!" 

Nancy and Eugene sat up and saw the 
cab of the transfer truck beside them. 


he heard 


“Damn it, Henry, when are you gonna make 
an appointment with the eye doctor?” 
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Charles braked, and the truck jumped out 
ahead of them. A large penis hung out the 
cab's passenger window. 

“Goddamn sonuvabitches! They been 
jumpin’ in and out of the passin’ lane for five 
miles. Gittin’ their goddamn jollies,"’ Charles 
yelled. 

Nancy buttoned her dress. Eugene tried 
to zip up his pants. 

“Family's one thing,” Charles said. “The 
whole goddamned world's another. We 
ain't givin’ no free show.” 

Charles stomped the accelerator, and 
the car lurched with a squeal. For a hair- 
raising, erection-dropping mile, the coun- 
tryside was a blur. 

The vehicles traded leads. The truck pas- 
senger sat down and clapped vigorously. A 
car came over the hill ahead. The truck 
abruptly dropped behind them, swerving 
over as the approaching car's locked wheel 
screeched and smoked. Charles pulled 
them into the shoulder and passed the car. 
Over the hill, they only heard the loud crash. 

Charles grinned. “That's fair," he said. 
“They paid the price.” 

The car was still pushing 70 as Charles 
glanced at them and said, "Sorry, folks, 
weren't my fault. They crept up on us.” 

“Interruptus again,’ Charles said with a 
laugh. “Well, don't matter no how, ‘cause 
we're hittin’ the edge of town anyway.” 

The next hill brought them into the sub- 
urban sprawl. 


ut it needn't be over," he went on, 
looking at Eugene. “No, and it 
oughtn't be. | was thinkin’, when 
y'all was gittin’ so well acquainted, 
of takin’ y'all's pictures and you know, that 
we oughta be able to work something out so 
y'all could have a little more time together.” 
(Eugene blinked.) “Well, ‘hell,’ | said to 
myself: ‘| know what. | got this cabin out 
by the lake nearby. Bought it back a few 
years and use it mostly in fishing weather, 
but | was thinkin’: ‘Now there's a place 
Nancy and Eugene could go for a while.’ 
You know what | mean? | mean, | give you 
two a place to get together without no 
interruptions. And it's got everything, com- 
fortable beds, sheets, pillows, everything. 
Nancy'd like that, wouldn't you, Nancy?” 
(Nancy nodded.) “Bet you'd like that, too, 
wouldn't you, Eu-gene?" (Eugene nodded.) 
“Well, then it's all set,” Charles went on. 
“And I'm mighty proud of thinkin’ of it. | 
hated that it was gonna end. And | done 
promised y'all to take some pictures and 
hadn't figured out how. Now we're set. You 
can get more’n acquainted at my cabin. 
Ain't far. Be there in no time. You can stay 
as long as you like. Nobody'll bother you.” 
He stopped and glanced at Eugene. 
Eugene was in a drunken daze. 
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nyway,” Charles said, “there're a 

few things to take care of first. 

Won't take long. Shortly we'll be 

p on this clothing outlet, where 

Nancy's gonna git herself some material. 

Then we'll go by Sears. It’s not out of the 

way. Then we gotta drop Nancy by her 

grandmother's so she can tell her she won't 

be stayin’ overnight. We'll drop Nancy while 

we go to Sears. Then we pick her up and be 
out to the cabin in no time.” 

He smiled at Eugene. Eugene blinked, 
trying desperately to sort all of it out. The 
shopping made it all seem normal, and the 
consideration for the grandmother made it 
all seem comic. Was he being kidnapped or 
not? And did it matter? 

They pulled into a large parking lot right 
next to an enormous warehouse-like store. 
Charles pulled them into a space and 
stopped. 

Charles got out and took the keys. Eu- 
gene stepped out to let Nancy by and felt so 
giddy he had to grasp the door. He watched 
them walk away. Charles had his arm 
around her. She walked straight with a 
gentle sway, like a model, making the old- 
timey hairdo and dress seem like props. 
He's adopted her. And, free of the sexual 
hang-ups of a father, he looks out for her 
total well-being. Maybe. 

He was drunk, he was sure of it. Drunk, 
doped. Sweetest girl in the world, chauf- 
feured lovemaking, the pictures, nude, a 
convenient cabin, plans for overnight? But 
hadn't Charles promised to take me back? 
Had he planned the whole thing? Hadn't 
they passed me going the other way? 

Suddenly Eugene was afraid he couldn't 
handle it. He had to let someone know 
where he was. And he was in Charlotte. And 
Jim lived in Charlotte. 

He walked crookedly toward the building, 
laughing at the thought of trying to tell Jim or 
his wife, Anne, what had happened. 

Inside a little snack shop he went to a 
phone booth and pulled out the directory. 
He found the number, dialed wrong and 
tried again. Anne answered. “Hello, Anne, 
this is Eugene and | hafta talk fast. Is Jim 
there?” 

“Eugene, Are you in town?” 

"Yeah. At some outlet. | have to talk fast. 
He might catch me. Is Jim there?” 

“What? Jim's at the office. Who might 
catch you?” 

“| think I'm being kidnapped, but I'm not 
sure. | have to—ah—oh." He thought he 
saw Charles. Gotta go. I'll try to call back.” 

He hung up and hurried out the door. It 
wasn't Charles. He went back to the car. 
They weren't back. He lit a cigarette and 
laughed, thinking of Anne still holding the 
phone. Then he saw them coming. 

Charles laughed, and Nancy clutched 
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the bag as they all got in. Starting the car, 
Charles said, “Why don't you show him, 
Nancy?” 

She fumbled with the sack and drew out 
some cotton material with small printed 
flowers, like the dress she had on. “That's 
nice," Eugene said. 

Nancy smiled tinily, and they drove onto 
the highway, into more and more traffic. 
Soon they were in a dense residential area. 
Charles began making frequent turns, 
talking again about being young, having fun. 

“But | hafta be back there by 8," Eugene 
said, straightening himself. 

Charles stared at him. “Ah, don't worry 
‘pout your gal. It's still early. You got time to 
be with Nancy for a while before you go 
back there.” 

The car slowed on a curving, uphill, 
densely housed street. They stopped under 
a tree between houses. Eugene opened 
the door. 

“Just tell her you-know-what,” Charles 
said. “We'll be back in 15 minutes.” 

Eugene let her out, and she ran down the 
street. She ran like a girl shy of running, 
head down. 

Charles sat silent as Nancy slipped up 
steps leading to a house 30 yards away. He 
started the car. She went into the house 
without knocking. It was a white house, 
wood, one and a half stories, small porch, 
shutters, organdy curtains. 


“Well, good,” Charles said. “Now Sears 
ain't no piece.” 

They entered the city traffic and made 
frequent turns. Eugene tried to remember 
directions, landmarks. His head was clear- 
ing. The whole thing seemed wrong again. 
He recognized a street. One block, two, 
from the county library. He couldn't tell 
Charles he had changed his mind. There 
might be others involved. Violence. They 
were at Sears. 

Charles parked and grinned at Eugene. 
Charles got out. “Let's go.” 

“I'll just wait on you,” Eugene said. 

“Come on,” Charles said, looking sternly 
at him. Eugene got out. “Lock the doors,” 
Charles said. Eugene locked the back door 
and pretended to press down the front 
button, slamming the door. "Didn't lock,” 
Charles said. Eugene locked it. Then they 
walked to the building. 

“Eugene, | envy you. You're gonna have 
a day to remember.” 

Eugene nodded. He wanted to find a rest 
room and a phone. 

Charles led him to the rest room. They 
urinated and washed their hands. 

“Couldn't help but notice you're hung, 
Eu-gene. She'll like that.” (Eugene smiled 
weakly as they went out.) “| gotta pay some 
bills. If you want a Coke, there's a snack bar 
down there. Be back here in five minutes.” 

As Charles disappeared, Eugene found 
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a pay phone. He remembered the number 
but dialed too hurriedly. He checked for 
Charles and dialed again. Anne answered. 

“Anne! Eugene again. Is Jim there?” 

“No, he’s not. What in the world is 
happening? Where are you?” 

“Listen. | got four minutes to break into 
the car, get my suitcase and get away. |'m at 
Sears. | know where the library is. Tell Jim." 

"Gene, if this is some kind of joke—" 

“{'m gonna try to break into the car. If | 
can, I'll be at the library in five minutes. If 
| can't, I'll try to call from the cabin, | hafta 
go now.” 

"Gene! What cabin?" 

“Bye.” He slammed down the phone and 
walked swiftly out of the building. What 
cabin? The cabin where the gang is? What 
gang? 

He ran to the car. A small, triangular 
window on the back door had a crack inthe 
glass. He glanced at the building, at people 
passing, watching him. He took off his shoe. 
A policeman was standing nearby. Why not 
tell the cop? But what? The cop walked off. 
Eugene drew back the shoe. 

“Something in your shoe, Eu-gene?”’ 

Charles came up, carrying a big sack. 
Smiling. Eugene nodded, dropped the shoe 
and quickly stuck his foot in it. 

“All set now, Eu-gene. Even got a little 
extra film, just in case.” 

Charles unlocked the doors. Eugene 


thought: Grab suitcase, run. 

“It's gonna be beautiful,” Charles said, 
smiling. “I feel like Cupid.” 

Eugene got in, closed the door and 
blinked straight ahead. 

They drove in silence. Everything is 
gonna be all right. A few minutes later, he 
recognized the street. Nancy was waiting. 
As they slowed to a stop, she ran out to 
them, head down. He got out, she slid in, 
and he got back in. They were moving 
instantly, as if they hadn't stopped. Nancy’s 
face seemed flushed, vibrant. 

“Everything OK?” Charles asked. 

She nodded, and Eugene thought he 
noticed a tiny smile. 

“Well,” Charles said, “why don’t we get 
some soda and have a drink?” 

Moved by her smile, Eugene relaxed. 
Maybe it was all right. Charles was whis- 
tling, Nancy was softening, and he was 
feeling tender. But what about Jim and 
Anne? If there’s a phone, I'll call them. 
Afterwards. 

Charles pulled into a drive-in restaurant 
and ordered a Pepsi. 

“Col-ledge boy meets sweetest girl in the 
world," Charles said. “Just like in the 
movies." (Nancy twitched. Eugene blinked.) 
“That reminds me. | even got a little movie 
camera. And lightin' equipment. |'m a real 
camera buff. Love to shoot, stills or motion, 
if y'all git what | mean.” (He raised his 


“Er, | think you're sucking too hard.” 
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eyebrows; Eugene blinked.) "| mean if y’all 
want a real record of your fun, well, it could 
be done.” 

Eugene glanced at Nancy. She looked 
ahead, expressionless. The curb boy came. 
Eugene thought of his luggage and the 
nearby pay phone. 

“Let's toast 'Col-ledge boy meets the 
sweetest girl in the world.’” 

They all took swigs from the bottle. 

“|'ll do whatever y'all want,” Charles said. 
“| could film y'all without gittin’ in the way. 
And make a print for each of you.” 

“Actually,” Eugene said, quaffing the 
soda, "'I'd rather be alone.” 

He turned and looked at Charles. Now 
was the time to challenge, grab his suitcase 
and run to the restaurant. Charles looked 
hurt. 

“Whatever you want, Eu-gene. Whatever 
you and Nancy want. Myself, I'd be jumping 
at a chance to git a record of the greatest 
night | ever had." 

They all took swigs. Eugene took a wild 
guzzle. 

"A film might be nice,” Eugene said, “but 
I'd rather be alone with her." 

“Sure,” Charles said. “Just forgit | men- 
tioned it.” 

Eugene glanced at Nancy. She had the 
twitch again. 

“Ah,” Charles went on, “it don't matter. 
I'm just a camera nut. | just thought you'd 
like my suggestion. But if all y'all want is a 
Polaroid, then that's it. Y'all can even take 
‘em yourselves. If you want one together, I'll 
do it. Just let me know. I'll do whatever you 
want.” 

Another crisis past. Or is it? 


hey drove onto the highway. 
Eugene put his arm on Nancy's 
shoulder. He was drunk again. 
All he wanted was to be alone 
with her and for it to last until it ended. For 
miles he stared at Nancy. The car slowed, 
turned down a road, slowed again and 
turned into a dirt road flanked by pine trees. 
Ahead, Eugene saw a small cabin by a lake. 
He jerked. 

How did | get here? All he could re- 
member was passing a service station just 
a minute before. Then turning right, they 
rode up in front of a simple one-story cabin, 
scaling white paint, short porch. Behind it, 
a brown lake came up to pine-needie- 
covered red clay. An old, paintless rowboat 
lay nearby. The driveway looked used. 

“Home, sweet home,” Charles laughed. 
He jumped out with his Sears bag and took 
the keys. Eugene slid out. As Nancy slipped 
out, Eugene reached back and pulled up 
the old back-door latch. It clicked. Nancy 
looked at him. 


(continued on page 96) 
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“Well, | warned you that | was coming.” 


Guys find thar it’s worth if to bring 
this Atlanta girl our of her shell to get 
their nut. However, getting Chastity 
to Open UP wasn't always sO easy. 

“| chose Chastity as a stage name 
because | was so shy when | started 
dancing topless. But times in the 


4 South were hard, and | needed 
»~ a job.” Chastity soon found that 


this chore not only gave her a 
new prosperity, but the secret 

thrill of men taking her with their 
eyes exposed a personality hidden 
« deep within her. 


Now that Chastity has split from her 
old bashful ways, she is as aggressive 
as a 23-year-old woman should 
be. She not only genuinely enjoys 
tantalizing the audience with her 
nude body, burt she gets off on 
wearing sheer clothing to tease 
passers-by. Alone with her special 
man, Chastity vents her newfound fire 
by sinking her fingernails deep in 
his back when he brings her to = a 

a thrashing peak. * = s 
That's the kind of Southern “* 
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(continued from page 71) 

The artistic backlash to Victorian sex 
attitudes produced some of the most en- 
during erotica ever to raise a forbidden 
hard-on. On the literary level, Mark Twain 
wrote 1601, a book about which he com- 
mented, “If there is a decent word in it, itis 
because | overlooked it.” U.S. Secretary of 
State John Hay joined Twain in his stand for 
freedom of expression by printing an edition 
of this book on the presses at the military 
academy at West Point. And in England, 
the underground magazine The Pear! pub- 
lished such filthy fare as a serial entitled 
“Lady Pokingham,” classified ads hawking 
Negro virgins and limericks about enema 
sex and copulating clergymen. In the visual 
erotic arts, an Englishman by the name of 
Charles Dodgson (better known as Lewis 
Carroll, author of Alice in Wonderland) was 
gratifying his pedophiliac passions by 
photographing little girls in the nude. Fuck 
photos were still quite rare; any hard-core 
pictures were more likely to be drawings. 
And for the most part the bulk of the visual 
erotica consumed by English and American 
collectors of this era was being produced in 
France, where the atmosphere was a great 
deal more tolerant. 

The celebrated French postcard reached 
the height of its popularity during the first 
two decades of the 20th century. Like 
Renaissance nudes, most of the women 
on French postcards were posed in artis- 
tic settings. The more suggestive cards 
featured bedroom scenes, but all were 
tastefully done and showed more armpit 
hair than pubes. Some featured one or two 
women bathing or putting on makeup, the 
camera's eye serving as a sort of peeping 
tom scoping in on the scene. A few showed 
nude women in the presence of clothed 
men, obviously on the brink of a sexual 
encounter but never in the process of 
fucking. French postcards were hardly 
pornographic by today’s standards. Still, 
men of that time were turned on by the sight 
of a woman's ankle, so an honest-to-God 
nude photograph or drawing was surely 
something to squirt over. 

French postcards were the inspiration for 
some early peep-show material, most of 
which depicted a woman in the process of 
undressing. The pictures exposed every- 
thing but pubic hair and carried titles like: 
“The Bridal Chamber,” “Beware, My Hus- 
band Comes” and “How Bridget Served the 
Salad Undressed." The machines that 
showed these precursors of porn films were 
large boxes much like the peep-show 
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machines of today, only they contained a 
series of images that flipped over rapidly 
and gave the illusion of motion. 

An American version of the French 
postcard was produced in the years 
preceding World War |, but these were 
drastically watered down in comparison 
to their Continental counterparts. Both the 
women and the men were dressed, while 
whatever erotic content the pictures had 
was only vaguely implied in captions like, “| 
need a partner,” and “Come take a fly with 
me." Tame stuff, to be sure, but about the 
only Yankee yank-off material one could 
obtain then without going to great illegal 
lengths. Besides, the really juicy smut of 
that time, some of which we resurrected for 
this article, was available only to those who 
had connections and money. 

World War | introduced thousands of red- 
blooded American boys to Parisian porn, 
2 2s ee ees Gee ess 
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when men were 
turned on by the 
sight of a woman's 
ankle, a nude photo- 
graph or drawing 
was Surely some- 
thing to squirt over. 


which was as prevalent in the trenches as 
lice and hardtack. Much of this frog erotica 
found its way Stateside in the duffel bags of 
discharged doughboys. By now, America 
was making up for lost time by produc- 
ing some rather decent mass-market 
cheesecake, mostly in the form of films and 
promotional still photos of scantily clad 
starlets. But these were nothing compared 
to the new wave of fuckee-suckee photos 
that were finally beginning to appear on the 
underground scene. 

The exposure of flappers’ flaps (some 
of which could be your mother's or your 
grandmother's) represented a turning point 
for turn-on pictures. Finally, explicit erotica 
was widely presented in photos rather than 
drawings. And some of the participants 
were even willing to show their faces. 
Artistic conventions that had inhibited leg 
spread and fuck photos prior to the 20s 


were abandoned in favor of realistic poses 
and settings. The women in erotic photos 
were no longer depicted as beautiful but 
inaccessible nymphs; they were whores— 
or at least horny housewives—who were 
more than willing to pull their gashes open 
and flash a vertical smile for the camera. 
Moreover, they were posed on the seats of 
cars or on couches and beds in sleazy hotel 
rooms—the places where illicit sex really 
takes place. The smut of this era, which was 
totally different from anything the men of 
previous generations had spilled their seed 
over, bears the closest resemblance to 
today’s erotica. In fact, if it were not for 
outdated hairstyles, furnishings, efc., many 
of the photos dating from the 20s and 30s 
could have been taken today. 

The “Jazz Age” was notorious for the 
liberated sexual attitudes held by a signif- 
icant portion of the population, Prohibition 
was largely responsible for a widespread 
disregard for the laws and conventions of 
the preceding Victorian and Edwardian 
eras (not that laws and conventions had 
ever wielded much influence where the 
pleasures of the flesh were concerned, only 
now the defiance was more open than it had 
ever been before). Now, the girl next door 
was drinking, smoking cigarettes, going 
braless, wearing short skirts and staining 
the upholstery of her boyfriend's Model T. 
Likewise, a horny young man no longer had 
to rely solely on his hand or a disease- 
ridden whore for sexual release. He could 
obtain it with the girl next door—with her full 
consent, of course. 

Still, there have always been certain 
cloistered individuals denied conventional 
sexual releases: prisoners, military per- 
sonnel, priests and nuns, among others. 
These are the people who have benefitted 
most from so-called dirty pictures, and 
these are the ones who have suffered the 
most when erotica was made unavailable 
for whatever righteous reason. Sadly, the 
people who oppose erotica have always 
been the ones who find it hard to remember 
that they, too, once cemented together the 
pages of the Police Gazette with their own 
organic glue. 

But despite periodic lapses into Victorian 
patterns of thought, the suppression of 
erotica in America has eased up somewhat 
over the past century. It’s entirely con- 
ceivable that someday it will be legal to 
whack off over whatever—or whomever— 
we please. 

It’s too late for my poor deceased Chi- 
quita and me to enjoy a socially sanctioned 
love affair. But |am constantly looking for a 
woman to take her place. And as soon as | 
can clear the nostalgic lump from my throat, 
| intend to resume my search in this month's 
pile of Beaver Hunt photos. @ 
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STUMPED FOR LAUGHS 


(Hire the Handicapped—They’re Fun to Watch) 


Joe Kohl became a cartoonist out of des- 
peration. He was fired from a job because he 
refused to brown-nose his bosses. Kohl’s at- 
titude made it difficult to find work—finally 
he became a porn shop clerk. In between 
mopping up jizz and shouting “This ain’t a 
library!” Joe drew cartoons and sold them to 
obscure publications for rates that barely paid 
for his paper and ink. Joe went hungry fora 
time and was even arrested in Florida for 
stealing a piece of Swiss cheese. During his 
three-day jail sentence, Kohl kept busy by 
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drawing on his cell walls—and wound up 
serving an additional day cleaning the walls. 
Since then, however, 29-year-old Joe has 
lived with his wife in Eatontown, New Jersey, 
and has cartooned for publications as diver- 
sified as Cosmopolitan, Saturday Review, 
Rotarian and HUSTLER. Last fall we put Joe 
Kohl under exclusive contract for his services, 
so if you want to enjoy Joe’s work, you'll have 
to buy HUSTLER. It cost us an arm and a leg 
to get him, but as his work proves, Joe Kohl’s 
talent is a bargain at any price. 
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(continued from page 54) 

with issuing other people's works or pla- 
giarizing them or pirating them. But he 
began to feel cheated, betrayed and denied 
credit by whole armies of his friends, 
associates and people whose careers he 
had, in one way or another, helped to 
launch. The seething anger and bitterness 
accumulated in him. Pauline urged him to 
write it down, get it all out; it was better than 
developing a duodenal ulcer. 

So Sam wrote. And wrote. Got it all down 
on paper. But instead of wrapping it up and 
putting it in the bottom drawer of his desk, 
he decided—against Pauline’s advice—to 
publish the damn thing. Jews Must Live was 
the title. It was a scathing attack on men like 
himself in publishing and elsewhere—but it 
was taken as an ethnic slur. 

Pauline believes that the book led to 
Sam's downfall years later. Even Sam came 
to regret publishing it. In any event, the book 
caused a terrific furor. Enraged Jews un- 
dertook personal scavenging expeditions 
to the New York Public Library hoping to get 
hold of a copy of the book so that they could 
burn it. Some of these would-be book 
burners were arrested by the police, though 


Sam, try as he did, could never learn their 
names. With his occasionally twisted view 
of things, he remarked, “If they didn't like 
my book, they might have liked me.” 

That was the thing about Sam. You could 
never be sure whether he was being se- 
rious or putting you—and the rest of the 
world—on. 

Jews Must Live gave Sam more trouble 
than either U/ysses or Lady Chatterley had. 
People made threats on his life because 
of it, and Sam and Pauline even went so far 
as to dump several copies into the river just 
to get them out of sight. 

The book probably antagonized every- 
one Sam hadn't antagonized before. So 
when the FBI and the Post Office Depart- 
ment resolved to prosecute him again—this 
time for a series of obscene books and 
suggestive photographs—there was no 
one standing in line waiting for a chance 
to defend him. Sam went back to jail, this 
time to Lewisburg Penitentiary, where he 
remained from 1937 to 1940. 

When he was released, Sam somehow 
ended up working for Naval Intelligence 
based at Brooklyn Navy Yard. What he did 
for them is unclear, but it is believed that he 
was asked by U. S. Naval Intelligence to 
help in their efforts to uncover and trap Nazi 
agents among the literati Roth associated 
with. Sam helping the United States govern- 


“My identification? Gee, Officer, a-all | have is a t-turd.” 
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ment was something of a dramatic turn- 
about, but then if Lucky Luciano could do 
it, why not Sam Roth? Prison, a courtroom, a 
book auctioneering company, a printing 
plant—everywhere was home for Sam. 

Maybe it was looking for all those Nazi 
spies in the Navy Yard that did it. Whatever 
it was, Sam had developed a fascination 
for Germany. He published a book about 
his fellow candidate for oblivion. Inside Hit- 
ler was the title, and it purported to be an 
expose by Hitler's psychiatrist Dr. Kurt 
Krueger. Several years after /nside Hitler 
came My Sister and | (1951) wherein the 
late, great German philosopher, Friedrich 
Nietzsche, confessed to an incestuous af- 
fair with his sister. While it is true that 
Nietzsche died in an insane asylum, de- 
bilitated by syphilis, neither his looniness 
nor the syphilis had anything to do with his 
sister. These two books were finally ex- 
posed as hoaxes in 1965, when their true 
author, David Plotkin, stepped forward. 

Sam's attraction to Germans did not end 
with Nietzsche. He even published works— 
mostly poems and prison notes—by the 
pro-Nazi writer George Sylvester Viereck, 
who was ever welcome in the Roth home. 
It didn’t matter in the least that he was an 
anti-Semite. Perhaps Roth, who vehement- 
ly defended Viereck, thought of the Nazi 
propagandist as a fellow outcast. That 
Viereck's hero in Berlin might have sent 
Roth's distant relatives to the gas chambers 
was Of less importance than personal loy- 
alty. Both Roth and Viereck had many of the 
same enemies, and sometimes there is no 
more solid basis for friendship than that. 

“Though he was sophisticated, he tend- 
ed to be naive,” Sam once said about him. 

Sam Roth could easily have been talking 
about himself. 

Stubbornly, Sam continued to publish 
his erotic literature, this time using the pen 
name Norman Lockridge. Dozens of these 
“Norman Lockridge” books appeared. One 
of them—Beautiful Sinners of New York— 
was found to be obscene by the DA's office 
of New York. Roth was dragged into court, 
but miraculously he was acquitted. Sam 
was unduly heartened by the decision. 

Soon, Roth's readers were introduced 
to a new periodical—actually a hardbound 
book—that Sam called American Aphrodite 
(“A Quarterly for the Fancy-Free”). Inciden- 
tally the fancy-free had to pay through the 
nose for their copies, ten dollars per issue. 
Reading an issue of Aphrodite today is only 
a little more stimulating than perusing a 
first-year economics textbook. The cli- 
mactic passage from one of Aphrodite's 
stories, “The Constant Woman"—"! took 
her in my arms. She was all flesh, soft flesh 
that melted towards me. Her face bent to- 
wards me, smiling, the eyes bright, the teeth 
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parted. | felt in her the surge of passion, 
against my own desire. As we kissed | 
imagined that | encompassed in my em- 
brace all of her, the whole mystery....” 
That's it. Not the sort of thing worth getting 
excited over, but it didn’t matter to the au- 
thorities, who must have gone by the axiom 
that if it came from Sam Roth it had to be 
dirty. 

John Sumner might have faded into the 
woodwork by now, gone to that never-never 
land that enforcers of public morality end up 
in, but Sam did not lack for enemies. The old 
ones might die off, but there were young- 
er, healthier, stronger enemies to take their 
places, particularly in the first years of the 
‘50s, a time of Red scares, witch-hunts and 
McCarthy hearings. 

Of course, it didn’t matter much to Sam 
what the times were like. When it came to 
Sam Roth, all times were likely to be equally 
bad, filled with prison terms and legal en- 
tanglements. Evidently it was impossible for 
Roth to stay out of trouble, a fact noted time 
and again by Walter Winchell during his 
radio broadcasts in the spring of 1954. 

No question, Winchell was out to get 
Sam, and he would stop at nothing to do it. 
Winchell had every reason to dislike Sam 
and would have throttled him if he could. 
Instead he did the next best thing: He de- 
nounced him over the air in a series of 
scathing, violent tirades. 

Sam had been responsible for the pub- 
lication of a book called The Secret Life of 
Walter Winchell. After all, he’d taken on 
Hoover, Nietzsche, Hitler, Joyce, Sumner 
and some of his own ex-friends, why not 
Walter Winchell, too? 

Nevertheless, Walter Winchell was, if 
anything, a more ruthless persecutor than 
any of Sam’s other antagonists. The author 
of the expose, Lyle Stuart, was set upon by 
goons and nearly beaten to death prior to 
the book's publication. Stuart believed that 
they were in Winchell's employ. Whatever 
the facts of the matter, it was clear that 
Winchell meant to take on Sam, and he had 
the resources to do it. Not only could 
Winchell use the airwaves, he could draw 
upon the friendship of J. Edgar Hoover. 
Hoover's enemies and Winchell’s were 
often the same hapless people. 

So, when Winchell told the world, in that 
bombastic and gravelly voice of his, that 
Sam Roth should be arrested, what he was 
really saying was that Sam would be—and 
that's just what happened the very next 
day, April 13, 1954. 

In what was by now a familiar scenario, 
the police invaded the Roth apartment, de- 
taining the family and denying them ac- 
cess to a phone so that they could get in 
touch with their attorney. The warrant that 
the police produced enabled the officers to 
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search for evidence of a “personal con- 
spiracy” between Sam and Pauline to 
conduct an illegal business. Clearly, a 
fishing expedition was in progress. Several 
blocks away, Roth’s publishing company on 
Lafayette Street, now known as the Seven 
Sirens Press, was similarly raided, its 
employees herded into police vans. Its vast 
library of 70,000 books, manuscripts, files, 
mailing lists and stencils were carted off 
as well. 

Sam, desperate to contact his attorney, 
decided to sneak out of his building and 
scuttle across the street to the public phone 
booth. No use. He was 59 years old. A de- 
tective caught up with him and grabbed 
hold of him, pushing him against a parked 
car. Ironically, the police decided it was 
Sam who had assaulted the detective and 
not the other way around, adding a new 
charge to all the others. At this stage of the 
game, however, one charge more or less 
certainly made no difference. 

Subpoenaed to testify before a Senate 
subcommittee investigating the causes of 
juvenile delinquency, Sam refused, assert- 
ing that since he was a prisoner of New 
York County he couldn't very well talk to the 
subcommittee without the risk of incrim- 
inating himself. Perhaps if the subcom- 
mittee granted him immunity he might 
agree to talk. The subcommittee, then in the 
midst of analyzing comic books to see how 
they contributed to lust and crime, rejected 
Sam's request. And although Sam was dis- 
missed temporarily, he was informed that 
the subpoena remained in effect. 

When the subcommittee called for him 
again a year later, Sam decided he would 
comply. This time Roth was asked to tell the 
senators what he thought about the impact 
of “obscene and pornographic materials” 
on the young. 

The subcommittee, under the chair- 
manship of Senator Estes Kefauver, was 
laying a trap for Sam. Whatever he said 
would be used against him; he had not 
gotten immunity. Already federal authorities 
were amassing evidence to indict him, and 
the Kefauver Committee did the research 
for them. When the indictment came, they 
wanted to be sure it would be effective. 
Unlike many of the past proceedings, it 
would not be a chickenshit indictment. This 
time the U. S. Government was committing 
itself to the battle. 

At the subcommittee hearings, letters 
were passed out, allegedly from irate 
parents, complaining that their kids had 
been bombarded by Roth's advertising cir- 
culars. (One of the “kids” who managed to 
get an ad was none other than J. Edgar 
Hoover.) Sam denied that he'd ever inten- 
tionally mailed anything out to children, and 
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CIGARETTES 


(continued from page 42) 

The hoax was condemned by the Federal 
Trade Commission, but by that time the 
damage was already done; cigarette sales 
had jumped slightly. 

Another move was a sleazy campaign to 
prevent the F.C.C. from banning cigarette 
advertising on television. This went back 
and forth for a few years, until 1967 whena 
young New York attorney named John F. 
Banzhaf Ill petitioned the F.C.C. on behalf of 
the antismoking forces, claiming that if 
the cigarette companies were going to be 
allowed to advertise on the air then his 
people should be given equal time to refute 
them, under the F.C.C.’s Fairness Doctrine. 
Both the industry and the TV networks 
brought in all their heavy legal guns to fight 
the challenge, but, amazingly, they lost out. 
Within a few months, the airwaves were 
deluged with antismoking commercials. 
Cigarette manufacturers and broadcasters 
continued fighting it, but in 1969 the U. S. 
Supreme Court upheld the ruling. 

At this point, the tobacco companies 
suffered a second and more serious slump 
in sales, and finally they decided that it 
would probably be better for them if they did 
take their advertising off the air, because 
then the prime time antismoking commer- 
cials would also cease. So throughout 1969 
and 1970, in contrast to their previous 
position, they lobbied assiduously behind 
the scenes to bring such a ban about. 
During one Congressional hearing, industry 
spokesman Joseph F. Cullman vowed that 
if they were allowed to withdraw from the air 
slowly in a phase-out process, the com- 
panies would also stop all other advertising 
aimed at young people. 

The ban went into effect on January 2, 
1971, in accord with the Public Health 
Smoking Act of 1970. Some antismoking 
people saw it as a great victory, but others 
knew that the gains were illusory. Soon 
after, the networks stopped showing the 
antismoking commercials in prime time, 
and cigarette sales shot up almost as 
quickly as they had gone down. 

In addition, the cigarette companies were 
now able to save millions of dollars in TV 
advertising money (estimated annual ex- 
penditure: $200 million). They wasted no 
time in diverting some of it to other media, 
where, contrary to their vows before the 
Congress, they started a spectacular ad 
campaign aimed at the nation's youth. In 
1972, after increasing pressure from the 
Federal Trade Commission, they agreed to 
print the cigarette warning on billboard and 
magazine advertising. But they initiated 
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such tricks as printing the warning in 
English on Spanish-language ads. As 
usual, though, they were soon able to see 
some benefits in the supposed setback. For 
one thing, they found that the warning had 
little effect on sales. Also, it enabled them to 
avoid possible damage suits from the fami- 
lies of lung cancer victims. After all, they 
could say, the smokers had been warned. 

Next, they started coming up with new 
and better promotional gimmicks, such as 
the Virginia Slims Tennis Tournament, 
which won the endorsement of some of the 
biggest names in the world of sports, while 
also gaining prime-time TV coverage (with 
the name Virginia Slims prominently dis- 
played in color around the court). They also 
started mailing out free samples, just as 
they had done years before, but the F.T.C. 
put a quick stop to it. 


The federal government 
subsidizes the tobacco 
industry to the tune of 
millions a year. 


At this time, the domestic cigarette 
market is controlled by six major com- 
panies. Even if cigarette smoking is some 
day outlawed in the United States, these 
companies will never go broke. Of late, they 
have been diversifying into other fields, to 
such an extent that cigarette sales now 
account for only 56 percent of their profits. 
For example, according to an article in New 
Yorker magazine on November 18, 1974, 
Ligget & Myers now owns Alpo dog food, 
Brite watch bands, and J&B Scotch; 
American Tobacco Company operates 
Swingline Staples and Jergens Lotion; and 
Philip Morris has assumed the control of 
Personna Blades, Burma Shave and Miller 
Beer, More recent information shows that 
R. J. Reynolds has 29 divisions and 
subsidiaries that include Sea-Land Con- 
tainership, Mail Express, American Inde- 
pendent Oil Company, Aminoil divisions in 
London and Kuwait and a tobacco com- 
pany in Turkey. Also, the companies are 
supposedly ready to market legal mari- 
juana, should that ever become a reality. 

Needless to say, the American govern- 
ment has also been doing its bit to insure 
that the Big Six remain prosperous. In 
contrast to a measly $900,000 appropria- 
tion to HEW to educate the public about the 
dangers of smoking, the federal govern- 
ment'now subsidizes the tobacco industry 
to a tune of millions of dollars per year. 

In 1975, these appropriations included 
$3.1 million in support payments for the 


exporting of tobacco, $1.9 million in sub- 
sidies for tobacco farmers, $5.3 million for 
inspection and grading of the crop, and 
$100,000 to advertise the product over- 
seas. Most amazing is a $17.7 million grant 
to ship tobacco to poor countries. How 
tobacco ever got included in the list of 
desperately needed foodstuffs is anybody’s 
guess because tobacco has no nutritional 
value. When he was president, Ford refused 
to have anything to do with such questions; 
in fact, he had been seen playing golf witha 
Tobacco Institute lobbyist who is a personal 
friend of his. And Ford was cool to proposals 
to ban high-tar cigarettes from sale and to 
further restrict cigarette advertising. 
Scientists now report that it is possible to 
produce a nonnicotine “safe” cigarette, but 
the tobacco industry has spent only a few 
hundred thousand dollars to study it. 
Obviously, they are aware that if nicotine 
were removed from cigarettes for good, 
millions of persons would not become 
addicted every year. “The industry is as 
likely to produce a nonnicotine cigarette as 
the nylon stocking industry is to produce a 
run-free stocking,” pointed out one con- 


sumer advocate. 
Nevertheless, as we all should know, the 


tobacco industry has been producing 
cigarettes with /ess nicotine for years. 
These cigarettes, such as Vantage and 
True, contain enough nicotine to keep the 
smoker addicted, but they are still low 
enough in tars to convince people that they 
are smoking a safer cigarette. As a result of 
this, the industry is able to save money on 
tobacco. Over the last few years, because 
of spiraling costs, they have actually pre- 
ferred to use less tobacco, even on nonfil- 
ter cigarettes. They replace it with poten- 
tially dangerous filler material that is much 
cheaper to produce. 

In recent years, the only hopeful sign is 
that hundreds of small smoking clinics have 
opened, offering a complete program of 
rehabilitation for anywhere from $5 to 
$450, depending on where they are located. 
These clinics report a fair rate of success, 
and they now advertise in many magazines, 
directly opposite the cigarette ads. At one 
clinic, directors report that it takes about 
two weeks to kick the habit temporarily and 
two more weeks to lick it for good. The lungs 
start repairing themselves almost as soon 
as they stop receiving smoke. 

It would be nice to report that cigarette 
sales have slumped because of all this, but 
unfortunately it is not the case. In fact, it is 
now estimated that 5000 adolescents per 
day are picking up the smoking habit, thus 
refuting the notion that they are brighter and 
more well informed than their parents. In 
fact, they are just as dumb—and the cig- 
arette companies know it. 
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CRUSH YOUR BUTT 


THERE ARE WAYS TO KICK THE HABIT 


here is a wide variety of 
programs, plans and centers 
in the United States designed 
to help the tobacco addict 
break the smoking habit. Costs vary, 
between $5 and $450, and some of 
the plans involve travel and accom- 
panying free time. As a public service, 
HUSTLER is listing the better-known 
plans. However, HUSTLER does not 
endorse any of the programs listed 

The Hinsdale Sanitarium and Hos- 
pital conducts a five-day stop-smoking 
plan that is based on the cold turkey 
method. A $10 registration fee covers 
90-minute meetings on five consec- 
utive days. The group and individual 
counseling is offered to assist the 
smoker in adjusting to a life without 
Cigarettes. All of their sessions are 
conducted by health educators and 
physicians. The Hinsdale Sanitarium 
and Hospital address is 120 North Oak 
St., Hinsdale, Illinois 60521 

A similar program is conducted by 
the Washington Adventist Hospital for a 
$5 fee. The hospital also offers a five- 
day live-in program, including lodging 
and meals, for $275. Contact the Chap- 
lain's Office, 7600 Carroll Avenue, Ta- 
koma Park, Maryland 20012 

Another five-day, cold turkey, live-in 
program is offered at the St. Helena 
Health Center, Deer Park, California 
94576. Lodging, meals, individual and 
group counseling plus therapy are 
included in the $395 fee. Local tours 
and other activities are planned for 
visitors to the health center. 

There are 11 Schick Centers for the 
Control of Smoking, all in the western 
United States. A $450 fee is charged for 
one-hour sessions on five consecutive 
days, plus weekly follow-up sessions. 
Schick uses the aversion theory, which 
entails mild electric shock, plus coun- 
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seling. The main address for Schick 
centers is 15720 Ventura Boulevard, 
Suite 227, Encino, California 91316. 
SmokEnders offers local programs 
consisting of nine weekly two-hour 
sessions with trained counselors. The 
program involves quitting cold turkey 
after the first five weeks of preparatory 
sessions. Fees vary depending on local 
costs, but the average fee is $150. 
SmokEnders has 21 regional offices, 
with a main office at 145 East 52nd 
Street, New York, N. Y. 10022 
Smoke-No-More Seminars are of- 
fered in Austin, Texas. A $125 fee is 
charged for seven weekly two-and- 
one-half-hour sessions and follow-up 
programs. Professional counselors 
conduct group and individual sessions 
na gradual withdrawal program. Write 


to P. O. Box 5486, Austin, Texas 78763. 

Some local Seventh-Day Adventist 
churches may be able to provide in- 
formation about programs in your area, 
or you can write to the “American 
Cancer Society, P. O. Box 218, Fair- 
view, New Jersey 07022; the American 
Lung Association, 1740 Broadway, 
New York, N. Y. 10019; or the American 
Heart Association, 44 East 23rd Street, 
New York, N. Y. 10010. 

For additional information, you can 
write to: the National Clearinghouse for 
Smoking and Health, Center for Dis- 
ease Control, 1600 Clifton Road, N.E., 
Building 9, Atlanta, Georgia 30333; 
Action on Smoking and Health, P. O. 
Box 19556, Washington, D.C. 20006; 
Narcotics Education, Inc., P. O. Box 
4390, Washington, D.C. 20012. @ 
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SWEETEST GIRL 


(continued from page 80) 

“Want to take anything in?” he asked her. 

“Ah, leave it,” Charles said. “Let's go in.” 

They went to the cabin. Nancy walked 
close to Eugene, following Charles into a 
small, cheaply furnished living room. Eu- 
gene noticed a newspaper—dated two 
days earlier. Charles picked up the paper 
and went down a small hall at the left. The 
house looked lived in. Nancy stayed by a 
table, looking down as Eugene went to a 
door on the right and looked into a bedroom, 
A bed with rumpled sheets and two pillows, 
toiletry on a chest and a small bedside ta- 
ble. He looked back. Nancy was watching 
him. 

“Why don't y'all just go ahead and make 
yourselves comfortable,” Charles yelled. 
“Git reacquainted. I'll rustle up some grits 'n' 
eggs. Good ol’ Charlie, they call me. Jest 
about the nicest guy you'll meet.” 

Eugene looked for the phone. There had 
been a line coming in. As he reached the 
short hallway, Charles filled it, appearing 
out of a room at its end. He barred the way 
and smiled. Eugene glanced past him. 

“Where's the bathroom?” Eugene asked. 

“Right here.” Charles took Eugene by the 
arm, gently pushed him inside a door on the 
left hall wall. Eugene closed the door. There 
had a been a curtain on the right hall wall, 
the bedroom side, and an open door to a 


back room. Eugene looked around the 
small bathroom. Smell of cheap soap. He 
listened at the door. Someone was just 
outside. He flushed the toilet, washed his 
face and hands and dried them on a dirty 
towel. He opened the door quickly, turning 
toward the back, and met Charles, who 
quickly led him back into the living room. 

“Now I'm gonna leave y'all to git ac- 
quainted and have fun. You know where the 
bedroom is. | think you'll find it more com- 
fortable,”” Charles said. 


e deposited Eugene next to 

Nancy and laughed. 
“Now just forgit about me. 
Won't be no interruptions. I'll jest 
yell when supper’s ready, then y'all come 
and git it, or you can request room service.” 
He laughed and walked down the hall. 
Eugene turned to Nancy. She brushed by 
him and walked into the bedroom. He fol- 
lowed her, not liking the way it felt. Once 
inside, he took her arm. She stopped and 
flinched. Then she seemed to melt, turning, 
sinking into his arms. He held her, amazed. 
He closed the door with his foot. She moved 
backward, holding him. Against the haliside 
wall, a full-length mirror showed Eugene 
what he could hardly believe: a strange, 
sensuous girl clinging to him. Stretching her 
arms around his neck, on tiptoe, her dress 
rode up her legs. In the mirror, Eugene 
continued to watch their movements. Nan- 


“Honey! Come quick! | cut myself shaving!” 
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cy urgently pressed into him. My God. 

“Nancy,” he whispered, breathing into 
her fragrant hair. “Nancy?” 

She lifted her head and looked at him 
shyly. 

“Nancy,” he whispered, “What's goin’ on 
here?” 

Nancy pulled back and took the lapels of 
his coat and slipped it off, to the floor. Care- 
fully she unbuttoned his shirt. Her cheek 
twitched. His shirt was pulled out and 
spread toward his arms. It slipped off and 
fell. Her cheek twitched as she spread her 
palms across his tight T-shirt. She put her 
face to his chest as her hand undid his belt. 
He watched her in the mirror. She was 
possessed. Her long fingers tugged his T- 
shirt out and slid under it, onto his skin. He 
shivered. The shirt came up. He lifted his 
arms, and she pulled it over his shoulders 
and left it up, covering his head. Her lips 
pressed into his chest. He flinched and 
pulled the shirt off and dropped it. She 
unzipped his pants. They fell. She pulled 
them off, then his loafers, then his socks. 
She rose on her knees, her face stopping 
in front of his crotch. His penis protruded in 
his undershorts like a big nose. Slowly she 
pulled the elastic band down over the 
erection. She held the band on the head, 
forcing it down, and moved slowly above 
it. As she pulled the band away, the penis 
sprang out, and she caught it deftly in her 
mouth. My God, he thought. He grabbed her 
head. 

He closed his eyes, relaxed, enjoyed 
what Nancy was doing. Until a sound 
intruded—shuffling in the hall. There were 
no kitchen noises. Eugene looked for a 
peephole, stepping back, and her mouth 
moved with him. He pulled her head back 
gently, knelt and looked into her glazed 
eyes. He pulled her up, into his arms. They 
fell on the bed. He undressed her, clawing, 
pulling. 

He groped, kissed her all over. She was 
still, giving in. He did everything he could 
think of, gently but swiftly. He turned her 
over, positioned her like a doll, kissed, 
caressed, licked, prodded and ended face 
to face, grunting and shoving until he 
shuddered. Then he collapsed on her. 

For long minutes he lay content, unthink- 
ing. Then she moved from under him and 
rolled him over on his back. He lay there as 
she had, compliant. She performed on him, 
swiftly, smoothly. He was aroused again, 
but each time he tried to move, she resisted 
and continued what she was doing. Even- 
tually she was sitting on him, her back to his 
face, riding up and down, gasping. She 
cried out, shivered, cried out again, again. 
He shuddered and came as she fell face 
forward between his legs. “My God," he 
said. 
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When he could move again, he sat up. 
She looked beautiful to him. He crawled and 
lay next to her. He put his arm around her 
and kissed her. 

“Nancy, you are fantastic.” She didn't 
move, but purred. 

“Nancy, | want to ask you...is Charles 
really your neighbor?” 

Her eyes opened and closed. He waited. 

“Nancy, if something's wrong, | want to 
help.” 

Her eyes opened, and she put her fingers 
to her lips. Eugene glanced to the wall and 
back, putting his lips to her ear. “What's 
wrong?” 

“| can't talk,” she whispered. 

A chill went down his spine. 

"Hey! Y'all ready to eat yet?" Charles 
boomed from behind the wall. 

“Good timing,” Eugene said. "He wants 
to film us at it, doesn’t he?" 

"Shhh," she said. She looked frightened. 
“| ain't supposed to tell,” she whispered. 
“He's already done it.” 

Eugene looked up, around the room. 
“The mirror?” 

She nodded. Charles beat on the door. 

“Hey, y'all lovebirds, y'all can eat now. I'm 
goin’ out to the car.” 

They heard him walk to the door, open 
and shut it, and cross the porch. 

“He's goin’ to git the gun,” Nancy said. 
She rose up. 

“What?” Eugene jumped up. 

“He thinks you're goin’ to be trouble. He 
heard you.” 

“Trouble! Eugene bristled. He felt dizzy. 
“What does he want?” 

Nancy sat up and slipped the dress over 
her head. 

“I'm getting out of here,” Eugene said. He 
fumbled with his clothes, pulling everything 
on in fast jerks. “What trouble? What kind?” 

“He's afraid you might not like it and tell.” 

“Tell what, for God's sake?” 

He had his clothes and shoes on, shirt 
and pants half closed, socks in his pocket. 
Sitting on the bed, Nancy stared at him. 

“He'll hurt you,” she said. 

Eugene locked the door and pushed the 
small chest in front of it. He pulled up the 
window. It was a short drop to the ground. 

“Come with me,” he said. 

He held out his hand. She looked down. 
They could hear the car door shutting. He 
took her hand and pulled her to the window. 

“Let's get out of here.” 

"| can't.” 

“You can't? You can! When he comes in, 
we'll go out the window quietly. We'll run to 
the service station and call the police.” 

“The po-lice?” she gasped. She looked 
at him as if he were crazy. 

“Sure,” he said. “He’s got a gun. He's 
making you do this.” 
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“We'll take the big one with the red hair and freckles." 


Nancy shook her head. They could hear 
Charles near the porch. The front door 
opened. Eugene put one leg over the win- 
dowsill 

“lll get the police.” 

“It's no use,” she said. 

He drew his other leg up to the sill. 
“What?” 

“I'm his wife.” 

He was struck dumb. He blinked. 

“Hey, y'all lovebirds. Supper's gittin’ cold. 
Shake a leg.” 

Charles was somewhere in the hall. 

“t'll get the police anyway,” Eugene said. 

She ran over to him and held his arm. 

“Don't” she said. “It's no use.” 

She kissed him and shoved him out. He 
dropped to the ground, stumbled up and 
looked at her in the window. Her eyes were 
wet. 

“Is this the role you play?” he said. “Are 
the cameras still rolling?” 

She shook her head sideways. 

“Come with me,” he said. 

She shook her head. “I! can't.” 

He turned away, and she shouted, “Eu- 
gene!" He looked back 

“| wish | could,” she said. 


“Hey, what's goin’ on in there?” Charles 
yelled from somewhere far off. “Ain't y'all 
got a big got-acquainted appetite?” 

Eugene ran to the car, threw open the 
back door, grabbed his suitcase, looked 
back and ran up the short driveway to the 
road. He cut left and broke swiftly up the 
paved road. In the bright twilight ahead, he 
could see the service station lights where 
the road met the highway. 

He ran as fast as he could, straining with 
his luggage. Get the police only if he follows. 
He was gasping as the station sign grew 
larger. He kept dodging as if he were a 
target. But no shots rang out. He was going 
to make it. He could see the attendant by 
the pumps. There was no sound from be- 
hind. Nothing but the sound of Nancy 
wishing. 

As he approached the paved lot, he 
slowed his pace and looked back. Charles 
was aiming at him. Eugene fell to the 
ground. He held his breath and looked up. 
Charles was still aiming at him with 
something on his shoulder. It was a big 
movie camera. Eugene blinked. Charles 
took the camera from his shoulder and 
walked slowly back into his driveway. 
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Beaver Hunt 


This month’s beaver hunt has nothing to do with Val- 
entine’s Day because we figure sentimentality has nothing 
much to do with horniness. Our girls are not painted pixies. 
They are sexual animals and sweet talk doesn’t impress 
them a damn bit. Translate your pride in your woman into 
action. Why not show the world just what kind of beaver 
you've bagged? For excitement, it certainly beats bare- 
assed cupids on a Hallmark card. 

To enter the contest, simply send a sharply focused 
HUSTLER-style color photograph—no black and white 
photos, please—of your nude model to HUSTLER’s Beaver 
Hunt, 40 West Gay Street, Columbus, Ohio 43215. We'd 
also like a short personality profile of your entry. Coax her 
to be as candid as possible. We must have a signed copy 
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of the model's release form that appears on page 111. 
Sorry, but all photos sent in will become the nonreturnable 
property of HUSTLER magazine. 

If we publish your girl's picture, you will receive a $50 
contributor's fee. A HUSTLER Beaver Hunter's license will be 
awarded to all amateur photographers who enter the 
contest, and your Honey will have the chance to appear in 
a future HUSTLER pictorial spread—if she is judged Best 
Amateur Beaver by a panel of degenerate HUSTLER 
staffers. Should we decide to use the winner in a future 
photo layout in HUSTLER, she will be paid ($750-$1 500) as 
a professional model. Send her picture in today. It will pop 
the eyes of those snotty grandchildren she'll end up 
saddled with 30 years from now, 


Photo by James 6 % 


Linda Brooks, age 
age She likes 
5 done here, and sh 

. i ie someti 
reesome with her husband and omer one ig 


18, isa Vossb ; 
to model for he 


Ingrid Weiner, 29, is from West 
Germany, where she works as 
a “Verkauferin” (your guess is 
as good as ours), Her hobbies 
are “dancing and loving,” and 
her sexual daydreams involve 
getting it on with two women 
and one man at the same 


Deborah Higgins is 16 — 
years old and comes — 
from Lake Katrine, New _ 
York. She likes to swim, _ 
and it took some coax- 
ing to get her to admit 
that she gets wet when- _ 
ever she thinks about 
certain “macho” movie — 
stars. 


Erika Cacace is 24 and 
works as a Manchester, 
Connecticut, secretary. A 
skiing buff, she tells us 
that someday she'd like 
to come down from the 
mountains and make it 
on the beach with as 
many guys as she could 
handle. 
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Debra Shepherd is a 19-year-old den 


tal technician 
from Flint, Michigan. She’s a gal who likes to model 
and fiddle around with macrame. Her fantasies? 
“You wouldn't believe me if | told you,” she says. 
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KINKY KORNER 


Do you have an unusual story to tell con- 
cerning your sexual encounters? If you do, 
write it down and send it to HUSTLER's Kinky 
Korner, the section of the magazine written 
by the readers for the readers. We pay $100 
for each story published. Your submission 
should be approximately nine typed pages in 
length and accompanied by a self-addressed, 
stamped return envelope. 


LICKING THE CURSE 
by Lily Wilson 
| am a sexually liberated woman. I've tried 
many sex techniques, and | must admit that 
| have enjoyed them all. Sex has been one 
of my favorite pastimes since | was 14. 

However, like many other women, | have 
always been a little self-conscious about 
having sex during my period, even though 
that's when I'm horniest. And besides, how 
do you tell a guy who is ready and willing 
that you are ragging it, especially if you are 
mentally prepared for a good fuck? Even if it 
wouldn't bother him, it's easy to get upset at 
the sight of your own blood all over him, the 
sheets and yourself. Until recently, | have 
always found these encounters to be very 
awkward, but after my latest sexual inter- 
lude, | figure | can handle anything. 

After a hard week at work, made tougher 
because | was on the rag, | was looking 
forward to a relaxing weekend at home. | 
went to my apartment, changed into a T- 
shirt and jeans, fixed a drink and began 
reading a sexy novel. This was probably a 
mistake since | was already horny, but | 
thought it might be the only satisfaction | 
would get until “the curse” was over. 

| had almost resigned myself to a dull 
weekend when Brad came down to my 
apartment. | had met him when | was 
moving in, and he'd helped me bring some 
of my stuff up to my apartment. We oc- 
casionally saw each other in the elevator or 
the laundry room. We always chatted, but it 
never amounted to anything more than that. 
Brad is younger than me. | had wondered if 
that made a difference because | had tried 
to let him know that | was interested in him. 
He was dark and sported a close-cropped 
beard, and his body seemed well propor- 
tioned, judging by the way his clothes clung 
to him, 

Later in the evening, | found out that he 
was separated from his wife and was not 
accustomed to coming on to girls. This was 
apparent by the way he shyly asked if it 
was all right for him to come in to visit me. 
Not only was it all right, but | was ready to 
climb all over him right there in the doorway. 
But hell, here was somebody to see me, and 
| was on the rag. | knew | was about to blow 
what could've become a good relationship. 
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We talked for a while, and then he asked 
me if I'd like to take a swim inthe apartment 
pool. | tingled all over at the thought, since 
water seems to make me feel sexier, and it 
would give me a chance to see more of 
Brad's body. Since | wear tampons, being 
onthe rag wouldn't interfere with this little bit 
of fun. 

Brad went back to his place to change 
and then met me in the basement, where 
the indoor pool is located. 

We got into the heated water right away, 
and that made me hornier than ever. We 
swam around for a while, and then Brad 
began diving off the board. | started diving, 
too, although the bottoms of my swimsuit 
kept sliding down. I'd had enough to drink, 
so this didn't bother me—and Brad certainly 
seemed to be enjoying it. 

After a while, we went up to my place to 
dry off and have something to eat. As we sat 
together on the couch, Brad asked if | would 
like to go skinny-dipping. It was late, and no 
one had been at the pool when we were 
down there before, but my bloody cunt was 
really getting to me now. | didn't know how | 
would explain it to Brad, and | was sure that 
it would put him off andruin a good evening. 

| made some excuse about being em- 
barrassed, but he wouldn't listen. Finally | 
had to tell him | was on the rag. To my sur- 
prise, he wasn’t bothered by that a bit and 
said that if | wasn't flowing heavy, there was 
nothing to worry about. He even joked that 
the chlorine in the water would be good for 
me. | didn't know whether he had had so 
much to drink he didn't understand what | 
was saying, or whether he thought | was 
dumb enough to swim in the nude without a 
tampon while | was on the rag. Brad was 
serious, and | was that dumb. 

| pulled on my swimsuit, and we went 
downstairs. | was really freaked out about 
the whole situation, but Brad still wouldn't 
take no for an answer. When we got to the 
pool, | dived in, and my suit slipped down as 
usual. | took off the bottoms and threw them 
over to the side of the pool. Then | unhooked 
my top and tossed it off to the side of the 
pool, leaving myself completely exposed 
under water. Brad stripped at the side of the 
pool and dived in. 

It only took a few minutes to realize that | 
wasn't flowing into the water, and | felt so 
free that | began splashing and playing, 
really letting myself go. 

We began throwing a ball back and forth 
and then tossing it and racing for it. There 
was a lot of body contact in this, but it 
seemed to be a big part of the game. 
Then, instead of going after the ball, Brad 
went after me, catching me in his arms. With 
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my back to him, | could feel his hard cock 
against my ass, and his hands took my firm 
breasts and squeezed them. He began 
planting kisses on the back of my neck 
and nibbling my ear. | immediately turned 
around to him, and we kissed and explored 
each other's mouths with our tongues. | 
wrapped my arms and legs around him and 
held him close to me. The feeling of our wet, 
naked bodies pressed together and the 
passion of our kisses told me that, rag or no 
rag, | was going to bed with this guy. 

Without even bothering to dress, we 
grabbed our swimsuits and raced for the 
elevator. When we got inside the apartment, 
we embraced and kissed. Brad's hands 
roamed down my sides, across my back 
and over my ass, occasionally squeezing 
my round cheeks and then running his 
hands back up my sides to my breasts. | 
was trembling all over and didn't know if | 
could stand up much longer. 

Brad must have been getting weak- 
kneed, too, because he led me into the 
bedroom and we both fell onto the bed, 
kissing and feeling each other. | was pre- 
pared to lie back and enjoy a good fuck, and 
to hell with the sheets. 

Brad's hands fondled my tits, squeezing 
and caressing them softly, occasionally 
running his fingers over my erect nipples 
and, taking them between his thumb and 
forefinger, began to lightly pinch them. 

He started to kiss and lick my boobs, his 
tongue covering every inch of my tender 
flesh. 

Meanwhile, his hands continued to softly 
brush the flesh over my stomach, ass and 
thighs. Finally, his hand went down across 
my bush to my cunt, which he cupped in his 
hand and fondled as he had done with my 
breasts. | knew he probably didn't want to 
put his fingers in my cunt because of the 
blood, but by now | wanted it very badly. 

As he played with my cunt, he trailed 
kisses down to my stomach. He kissed and 
licked the entire area, at last parting my cunt 
lips with his fingers and rubbing them along 
my entire slit. He parted the inner lips and 
ran his fingers up to my clit, playing there for 
a while, then ran his fingers back down the 
outside of my lips. Eventually, he began 
sticking a finger in my cunt as part of this 
rhythm. His kisses were going from my 
breasts to my stomach and back again, and 
as he started to finger me, he began to kiss 
my thighs and, then, all around my bush. 

Then his head went toward my cunt, and | 
pulled back. | reminded him that | was on 
the rag, but he said that was the best time to 
eat cunt, since it was most sensitive then. | 
couldn't believe he meant it. I'd never hada 
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guy go down on me while | was on the rag, 
and some wouldn't even fuck. 

His caresses drove me wild, and | didn't 
care that | was bleeding. He put his mouth 
down over my clit, at first planting kisses on 
it and then sucking on it gently. He got be- 
tween my legs and placed his hands on 
either side of my cunt, spreading it apart 
and licking my clit with a passion. | figured 
this would be OK as long as he stayed up 


His tongue 

and fingers 
were caressing 
me as if | 

were full of 
honey instead 
of blood. 


around my clit, but soon his tongue probed 
up and down my slit. It feltso good that | just 
let the waves of pleasure rush over me, 

There are few things | like better than 
being eaten, and since | hadn't had sex ina 
while, it only took me a few minutes to come. 
But Brad didn't stop. He ate my pussy as if 
his life depended on it. Besides licking my 
slit and sucking and tonguing my clit, he 
spread my cunt with his fingers, moving 
them in circles around my lips and hole. He 
stuck a finger or two in me and pumped 
them in and out. 

By this time, | was almost going crazy. His 
tongue went to town on my pussy, his 
fingers probed in both my holes and his 
heavy breath let me know he was enjoying 
himself. | came again, nearly clawing the 
sheets off the bed, before he stopped. 

When he'd finished, | wanted to reward 
him, so | moved down to his cock and took it 
into my mouth. | cupped his balls in my 
hands, squeezing them lightly, and took his 
whole prick in my mouth, sucked on it and 
ran my tongue around it. | moved my headin 
a circular motion with his dong stuffed in my 
mouth and then pulled back up to the head, 
sucking hard until | reached the tip. Then | 
ran my tongue around it and placed my 
fingers around the shaft. The saliva on his 
cock enabled me to move my fingers up 
and down with ease. 

| repeated this action several times be- 
fore | took his cock from my mouth. Then | 


moved down to suck his balls, one ata time, 
and ran my tongue around them as | had 
done on his prick. | licked all around his 
balls and then started in on his cock again. 

He pulled away from me, and | thought | 
had done something wrong, but he turned 
me over and got into a 69 position. Once 
again | had his cock in my mouth, but now 
he was eating my pussy, bringing me off for 
the fourth time with his tongue and fingers 
taking advantage of me as if my cunt were 
full of sweet honey instead of blood. 

When | stopped shuddering, he rolled 
over on his back and asked me to sit on his 
face. Eating my bloody pussy when | was 
lying on my back was one thing, but | was 
sure if | sat on his face | would flow all over 
him. But none of my reservations seemed to 
matter to either him or me now, and so | 
positioned myself over his face and let him 
tongue me for a fifth time. His tongue was 
concentrated directly on my clit now, and 
his hands moved from my boobs to my ass 
as he licked and sucked on my swollen clit. | 
nearly collapsed on top of him when! came. 
Then he moved my body lower, put his cock 
in my cunt and began to pound into me, 
holding his hands on my hips to control the 
momentum of our fuck. | was trying to hold 
out so that he could fuck me as long as 
possible, but all this action had been too 
much for me, and | came again. 

| raised up off him and immediately went 
down to his cock. It didn’t matter to me if it 
was covered with blood. If he could eat my 
pussy that way, the least | could do was 
suck the cock that was covered with my 
own blood. | didn’t notice any foul taste and 
was only interested in one thing—bringing 
him off in my mouth. By now he was ready to 
come, and | could feel the hot spurts of his 
jizz in my mouth as his cock stiffened even 
more and began exploding. | licked the last 
salty drops of his sperm from his cock and 
then lay next to him, hugging and kissing 
him in appreciation. 

Then | noticed the blood—all over his 
face, chest, stomach and cock. His finger- 
nails were caked with it, too. | was past any 
kind of embarrassment now, so | went to 
the bathroom, soaped up a washcloth and 
came back in to wipe him off. He just smiled 
as | washed the red stains from his skin. It 
took two washings to get all of it off. 

| came back to bed, and he returned my 
caresses. We fell asleep curled up in each 
other's arms, ending one of the strangest 
nights of my life. However, that kind of 
activity isn't strange to me anymore, and 
because of that night | can be a full sexual 
creature any time—and especially at “that 
time of the month.” @& 


105 


(continued from page 93) 

what's more they wouldn't be interested in 
what he was peddling. What kid could stay 
awake long enough to get through the first 
ten pages of American Aphrodite? 

In any case, pornography, Sam said, if 
that was what Kefauver wished to call it, had 
no more impact on the sensibilities of a ju- 
venile than the dress or behavior of people 
on the street. “| believe the people who 
have criticized me are wrong,” he stated. “| 
believe you are a great deal more wrong 
than they are, because you are sitting in 
judgment of me, and | believe that | will 
someday within the very near future con- 
vince you that you are wrong.” 

Kefauver was grimly skeptical. “It will 
take a good deal of convincing,’ he replied. 

“| will do it,” Sam declared, with that 
wonderful optimism of his. 

But he didn't do it. Kefauver never was 


convinced. 

Meanwhile, the New York County charg- 
es were dropped, but in mid-July of 1955 
Sam was indicted on no less than 26 
counts in a United States District Court for 
sending obscene books, periodicals and 


advertisements of them through the mails. 
Sam pleaded not guilty. He always pleaded 
not guilty. He fought the indictment, and up 
to a point he didn't do too badly. Twenty-two 
of the counts were eventually dropped. But 
all it takes is one. 

What convicted Sam was a fragment of 
a novel that included Aubrey Beardsley 
illustrations—Venus and Tannhauser— 
which had appeared in the third edition of 
American Aphrodite. As the prosecutor 
denounced the obscenity of Venus and 
Tannhauser, he mentioned that the artist 
and author himself had abjured it from his 
deathbed, blaming his publisher for printing 
it. What the prosecutor purposely forgot 
to mention was that the publisher Beards- 
ley cursed with his dying words was not 
Samuel Roth. In fact, Sam had been a four- 
year-old child at the time, still living in 
Nustscha. But to the 12 ignorant jurors, 
Beardsley was incriminating Sam over a 
yawning gap of 58 years. 

Sam was convicted. He appealed, but the 
U. S. Court of Appeals upheld the ruling. 
However, one of the three district court 
judges effectively bundled up the case fora 
U. S. Supreme Court review. However, the 
question of the constitutionality of federal 
obscenity statutes was left unanswered, so 
Sam then took his case to the U.S. Supreme 
Court. 
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impatiently, Sam waited. He could not 
believe that his final appeal would be turned 
down. 

When the Supreme Court confirmed the 
lower courts’ decisions, without even de- 
termining whether the Beardsley reprint 
was in effect obscene, Sam had no option. 
His prison days, which had seemed like a 
thing of the past, now loomed before him as 
an endless future. An old veteran, he re- 
turned to Lewisburg for five years. 

Ironically, the Court's decision, handed 
down in Roth v. United States, paved the 
way for such controversial novels as Bur- 
roughs’s Naked Lunch, Miller's Tropic of 
Cancer, Harris's My Life & Loves, and 
Sam's favorite, Lady Chatterley's Lover. So 
long as they were considered ‘socially 
redeeming” no one could successfully 
censor them. The Court's new definition of 
obscenity was now more liberal than it had 
ever been. Even Fanny Hill was OK. 

Sam Roth was the martyr, the victim of his 
times and his obsession. He had done all 
the reconnaissance work and had gone 
where no one else had dared to go, and 
consequently he was the first to be shot 
down. He'd once proclaimed himself to be 
“a lion in a den of Daniels.” Maybe it was 
more a case of a bull in a china shop. 

Emerging from prison, Sam was a tired, 
broken man. He spent his remaining years 
in semiretirement, enduring until his heart 
finally gave out on him on July 3, 1974. He 
was 79 years old. 

It has grown much later in the day; the 
clock in his study shows that it is long since 
time for bed. Perhaps, he thinks, he will read 
just one more manuscript before giving up 
for the day. 

Invitation to Live by someone named J. S. 
English is what he picks up from his 
cluttered desk. A very slender story about 
an old man attracted to a young girl ona 
subway car. " ‘What a lovely pastime, the 
old man thought, to be her protector, guide, 
adviser and loving friend .... He could never 
hurt her.... Why, she could almost serve as 
penance for his past, and so help him finally 
to find peace and contentment.’ The station 
comes into view; the two of them move 
simultaneously towards the door, ‘Perhaps, 
perhaps—who knew? Perhaps Fate was 
offering him this wonderful opportunity to 
live again!” 

Sam sighs. The detectives, the paddy 
wagons, the courtrooms, lawyers, prisons, 
prosecutors, indictments all vanish from 
his mind. There is only this one thought left 
in Sam Roth’s mind: “Madly, stumblingly, 
confusedly, almost sobbing he reached for 
her. She gave him a knowing, sensual look, 
and the two hurried down the darkening 
street together.” @& 
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versatile performer knows it takes the proper 
instruments to complement his skills. That's 
why at Leasure Time Products we've imported 
a European-mixed ensemble to keep you sexually in 
tune. Let us introduce the band. The Caress Vibrator is 
made of soft, flexible rubber with a clinging touch 
Includes 2 AA batteries. Available in smooth and pink 
501), smooth and black (#5502), pink and rough 
#5503) or black and rough (#5504). The Rectal Aid 
(#5505) slips over any standard 7” vibrator. The Vaginal 
Aid (#5506) will have ladies humming a new tune. Slips 
over any standard 7” vibrator. The battery-powered 
Contour T Vibrator (#5507) goes and comes in more 
than one direction. Uses 2 AA batteries. There's the 
equally electric Vibra Cock Ring (#5508), which will aid 
in both getting it up and in while turning any cock intoa 
vibrator. Uses 2 AA batteries. The steadily buzzing Dual 
Vibrator (#5509) offers you the best at both ends. Uses 2 
C batteries. 


When it comes to live performances, the instruments 
can make all the difference 


EXPRESS ORDERING 24-hour toll-free service, Order now by 
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(continued from page 12) 
lam a gay college student with a big problem. | 
now live in an apartment with two guys who are 
bisexual. For five years, we have been having sex 
together and sleeping in a bed that's designed for 
three. Last week they told me that if| didn't cut off 
my cock within a month, they would tell my family 
that I'm homosexual. If they do this, my life will be 
ruined. My roommates have talked to other gays 
who are also intimidating me. What should | do? 
DG; 
New York, New York 


Move. 


My cock is crooked, and this has bothered me 
for quite some time. When | have a hard-on, itis 
straight, but when it goes limp it tends to lean to- 
ward the left. Many girls have noticed this and 
wondered what's wrong. Other guys have told me 
it's due to masturbating with one hand. Is it true 
that one should alternate hands when mastur- 
bating? | only use my right hand. What should | 
do? 

G. B. 
Memphis, Tennessee 


Beating off will not make your cock crooked. 
Don't bother switching hands unless your right 
gets tired. As long as your cock is straight when 
erect, and you have no pain or difficulty in pene- 
trating your girl, there is nothing wrong. Most men 
dress left; consequently, your cock tends to fall to 
the left also. Think of it as a conversation piece. 


My wife and | are in our early 30s and are both 
bisexual. We practically live for sex! We don't 
care for orgies or for group sex but frequently 
acquire partners in a different way. We take turns 
driving around until we find an appealing young 
male or female hitchhiker. It generally ends up in 
a three-way that is terrific. Do you think we are 
doing anything that's really wrong in “recruiting” 
playmates in this manner? We crave the variety 
and of course only take home the willing pickups. 

C. J. 
Marietta, Ohio 


You're leaving yourself wide open to get screwed 
in more ways than one, If one of your pickups 
happens to repent the night's activities, you could 
be charged with rape or corrupting the morals of 
a minor. The severity of these charges varies with 
the age of the accuser, Proving that you are 
innocent can be a time-consuming and expen- 
sive chore, Locate swingers groups in nearby 
cities, or read the swingers magazines, such as 
Seekers or Select. These people will at least be 
fully aware of the action you desire, It won't take 
any more gas or time than you're using already. 


lam 18 years old and have a problem because 
of my bad acne. | have gone to a number of 
dermatologists and am currently under treatment 
with antibiotics. This has helped clear up my face 
and chest, but none of the treatments has helped 
my back. | was wondering if you knew of anything 
that could help get rid of the boillike scars left on 
my back. | believe that this problem is driving me 
toward homosexuality. I've had a number of gay 
experiences, but | read that most men do; so | 


“Do you do noses?" 


108 


think I'm normal. When I'm out with a girl, | always 
end up blowing it. | have never fucked a chick but 
have come close to it several times. When the 
opportunity is there, though, | get her clothes off 
and take off my pants, but | refuse to remove my 
shirt. That stops the fucking every time. | hope 
you can help me. | would really like to go all the 
way with my girlfriend, and | don't want to become 
a faggot. 
S. B. 
Reno, Nevada 


Your doctors have undoubtedly prescribed the 
best medication for your acne. However, consult 
with them as well as with a plastic surgeon about 
the feasibility of having the scars removed. Many 
men do have at least one homosexual encounter 
during their lives, but don't let your back decide 
your sexual propensities. You will have to take off 
your shirt eventually for homosexual love, too. No 
reasonable man or woman will judge you as a 
person or lover by the scars on your back. The 
scars may bother your vanity, but they certainly 
have nothing to do with your fucking. You are 
either underestimating the women you know or 
are using your back as an easy rationalization for 
your homosexual activity. 


One of my best friends told me that if you 
masturbate a lot you're much more likely to have 
premature ejaculations. |'m worried that if | keep 
beating off, | won't be able to last long when it 
comes to the real thing. 

JH, 
Cincinnati, Ohio 


You are worrying about nothing. Masturbation 
leads to faster ejaculations because you can 
regulate the sensations; it does not predispose 
you to come prematurely. During intercourse, the 
sensations are more generalized, so you should 
not worry about coming too quickly. 


| wrote to the Hermes Foundation for one of the 

books mentioned in the column, but my letter was 
returned, Can you give me the right address? 

A. R. 

Piqua, Ohio 


The Hermes Foundation, Box 3256, Rincon 
Annex, San Francisco, California 94101. 


For all of my 17 years my mom and | got along 
great, but now we barely speak. You see, a few 
months ago dad was away on a business trip. 
Mom and | were watching TV when the doorbell 
rang. Mom answered it, and two masked men 
pushed their way into the house. They were very 
calm and proceeded to tell us they were going to 
rob us and get some sex, too, They said they had 
guns but wouldn't hurt us if we did what they said. 
For some reason they both decided they wanted 
mom (she's in her late 30s and has a good body). 
Well, mom became completely hysterical and 
began sobbing uncontrollably. | knew | had to 
think of something because | was afraid they'd 
hurt her if she did not cooperate. All of asudden| 
heard myself say that I'd take care of them if 
they'd leave mom alone. | walked brazenly over 
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Sometimes it takes more than 
just your bare hands to get 
the job done. 

Therapeutic Aid—Helps over- 
come impotence. Available in 
#0630 small (134” shaft), #0640 
medium (154” shaft), and #0650 
large (1%” shaft). $12.50 each. 

#0520 Jungle Love—Imitation 
“Spanish Fly” can be very effective 
in producing heightened response 


for both sexes. 24 capsules per box. 


$10.50. 


#0460 Stimulator Sleeve— 
Flexible massaging sleeve fits 
over standard 7” vibrator. $3.95. 

#0270 Prolonging—Light and 


odorless cream that helps control 
and delay climax. $4.99. 

Vibrato Cordless Vibrators— 
Available in #0250 4” Mini (for 
those hard-to-reach places) uses 
AA batteries $2.99; #0240 7” 
Personal uses C battery $4.99; 
#0230 10” Extra Long uses C 
batteries $5.99. 

#0610 Mr. Prolong Spray—New 
spray for men, prevents pre- 
mature climax. $7.95. 

#0780—Ben-Wa Dancing Egg, 
Remote-Controlled—Modernized 
version of ancient Japanese courte- 


san device. Variable speed, 22” cord, 


uses Penlite AA batteries. $14.99. 


Industrial strength love. 
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to them and gave each of them the quickest head 
on record. To make sure they were satisfied, | let 
them come inside my mouth. Then they looked 
around the house for valuables, but we're sort of 
poor so they didn't get much. 

Afterward, my mom called me cheap and 
disgusting for what | did. She said she doesn't do 
that to dad. Then she asked if | did that with my 
boyfriend (does the wind blow in a hurricane?). 
This is why mom won't speak to me. Dad and the 
police think the guys only robbed us because 
mom didn't want to tell the rest. I'm really at a loss. 
What should | do? How can | make peace with 
mom? She's acting like | enjoyed it. | didn't; no 
one likes sex forced on them. But | really believe 
that | used my head. What do you think? 

S.C. 
St. Paul, Minnesota 


Look at the situation from your mom's point of 
view: Two men are just about to rape her, she is 
hysterical, and her innocent little 17-year-old 
daughter gives them a blow job. !f your mom has 
never given head, she probably has some idea 
that it's immoral and repulsive. Apparently, you 
used the most expedient means to save your 
mother from a horrendous experience, but she 
probably doesn't see it that way. Most important 
is that you feel right in your own mind about what 
you did. You are old enough to think for yourself, 
and you must realize that your mother’s genera- 
tion has attitudes and beliefs you cannot share. 
You and your mom may never again have the 
happy relationship you enjoyed before, so be 
prepared. However, time will possibly change 
your mom's attitude. 


| am a 35-year-old divorced male who likes a 
certain lady and she likes me. We each fuck 
anybody we want and neither gets jealous. If she 
and | were to get married and both continued 
fucking whomever we wanted, would it result in 
jealousy and possibly divorce? Or do you think 
such marriages work out? Neither of us wants to 
give up certain freedoms for the old-fashioned 
human bondage arrangement. |'ve heard of so- 
called swinging marrieds. Do they have good 
relationships? 

J. W. 
Harrisburg, Pennsylvania 


If you and your lady marry with the knowledge 
that each will continue screwing others, and if 
this arrangement is mutually satisfactory, you'll 
probably get along as well as you do now. One 
sociologist, who studied 100 swinging couples 
compared to 100 nonswinging couples, showed 
that 85 percent of the swingers felt that swinging 
did not pose a threat to their marriages. In fact, 
the majority thought it had helped improve their 
relationships, Conversely, the other couples and 
professionals believed that swinging is just a 
cover-up for some deep trouble in a marriage. 
Both sides do have valid arguments. If you are 
concerned that marriage could break up your 
relationship, why do it? Youcan live together and 
enjoy the freedom. 


| have a rather unique problem. I've never 
experienced an orgasm with my first and only 
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girlfriend. | masturbate while looking at pictures 
of nude girls, especially those fine HUSTLER 
Honeys, and | come easily. | can't understand it. | 
love my lady. She was a virgin (like myself) before 
we got together. Her vagina is tight, which should 
aid me in really “getting off." I've been mastur- 
bating for only a couple of years and fucking her 
for almost a year. In all the times we've been 
together, | have never had an orgasm. Once | 
screwed her five times in two days, and she gave 
me good head action, before and after, and 
manipulated me with her hand, but no show. After 
she left, | pulled out a copy of HUSTLER and had 
an orgasm in only a few minutes. Tell me, what do 
these paper dolls have over my living doll? 
Name Withheld by Request 
Hampton, Virginia 


If fucking isn't giving you the stimulation that your 
hand is, you won't achieve orgasm. Experiment 
with different positions with your girl and tell 
her what stimulates you, You might have some 
psychological hang-up, one you aren't even 
aware of. There could be several reasons for 
your inability to have an orgasm with your girl: 
fear of getting her pregnant, putting her on a 
pedestal! where she is untouchable, or converse- 
ly, seeing her as less perfect than girls in a 
magazine. Go to a psychologist or psychiatrist or 
go to a city or state-supported mental health 
clinic. A psychologist may be able to spot the 
problem and recommend effective treatment. 
Discovering and overcoming the problem will 
give you a future of happy and enjoyable sex. 


| have something wrong with my penis and 
hope you can help, While | was going through 
school, | noticed the penises of all my friends had 
exposed heads while mine was covered with 
skin. | think this might have something to do with 
circumcision, but I'm not really familiar with the 
subject. A girl | knew said that even if the head 
was covered with skin, the skin could be pulled 
back to expose the penis. My penis skin will not 
pull back, but when | was younger | used to peel it 
back easily enough. | am afraid | might have a 
serious problem and am very worried. Please 
give me an answer. 
H.C. 
Chicago, Illinois 


Your foreskin (the skin covering the head of the 
penis) does not peel back because of adhesions 
that attach the foreskin to the head of the penis. 
This condition can be corrected by circumcision 
or by gradually (over a period of days or months) 
trying to peel back the foreskin, Go to a doctor. 
He will be able to tell which solution is best 
for you. 

Circumcision is the surgical removal of the 
prepuce, or foreskin. It is a relatively simple 
procedure that will leave the head of your penis 
exposed. /f your doctor advises circumcision, get 
it taken care of soon because inflammation and 
infection of the penis can occur. If you remain 
uncircumcised, peel back and wash the foreskin 
and head every time you bathe or shower. Not 
only is this a precaution against infection, it also 
prevents adhesions. Se 


[ Beaver Hunters, here is the model release you must send us with your ae 
| entry in HUSTLER's amateur photo contest (see page 99). Models should | 
be shown totally nude. Faces must be visible in photos. Novelty photos will 
be considered. Mail to: HUSTLER, Beaver Hunters Contest, 40 West Gay | 
Street, Columbus, Ohio 43215. 
HUSTLER BEAVER HUNTER 
| MODEL RELEASE 
| Model's Name Photographer 
Address Send prize to:o Model 
© Other 


| hereby give HUSTLER Magazine, its successors and 
assigns, and those acting under its permission or upon its 
authority, permission to copyright and/or publish any 
| photographs, of myself with or without using my name and to 
make changes in or additions to such photographs or 


| Phone 


Model's Legal Signature 


Parent or Legal Guardian 


Age Occupation 


MINOR: The person photographed is a minor. My signature grants my permission for the minor to be 
photographed and the photographs may be used as stated above. 
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portraits, in such manner as shall seem proper to their use. 
Furthermore, | understand that editorial matter will accom- 
Pany these photographs. | certify that | am of full age and am 
possessed of full legal capacity to execute the foregoing 
authorization 
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MAIL-ORDER FEEDBACK 


This column will help to simplify ordering 
mail-order erotica. We will review any mail- 
order sex products, including those adver- 
tised In HUSTLER, not to endorse them but 
to let you know what you’ll actually receive 
when you order them. Companies that would 
like to have their products reviewed in this 
column are invited to send sample merchan- 
dise and information to Mail-Order Feedback 
(Product Review). We'll also inform cus- 
tomers of how to effectively deal with mail- 
order firms and alert readers to frauds and 
faulty products. 


Edited by Steve Hanley 


ACCU-JAC TALKS BACK 

Funways, Inc., the manufacturers of the Ac- 
cu-Jac mechanical masturbating machine, were 
unhappy with my negative review of their product 
in HUSTLER's October 1976 issue. In defense 
of their mechanical marvel, Funways (Box 9691, 
North Hollywood, California 91609) wrote to Mail- 
Order Feedback, detailing their objections to the 
review: 

“It is regrettable that the only opinion in your 
review of Accu-Jac was from someone who 
wasn't interested enough in the product to use it 
properly. 

“Steve Hanley said that he did not achieve or- 
gasm with our Variable Speed Model because 
the machine's penis-shaped sleeve massaged 
up and down his penis shaft but neglected the tip. 
If we had been given Steve's erect penis size, we 
would have sent seven custom-fitted, different- 
ly shaped sleeves, designed for both penis-shaft 
and penis-head massaging combinations. 

“Hanley also stated that the stroke of the ma- 
chine was too regular and unbroken, Why didn't 
he check the variable speed feature to alleviate 
this problem? 

“Hanley concluded his review by saying he 
didn’t gel off on Accu-Jac because he ‘needs 
humanity on his dork, even if it has to be his own 
hand.’ We are the first to acknowledge that 
mechanized masturbation is not for everyone. 
Obviously, if one is intimidated by machines, 
or doesn't like masturbation, has no sexual 
imaginative powers and is hooked on human sex 
to the exclusion of mechanized ‘partners,’ Accu- 
Jac’s not for him. 

“In these sexually enlightened times, it's high- 
ly unusual to find someone who doesn't reach 
orgasm with Accu-Jac (even if he tries not to) 
Hanley’s review doesn't reflect that we have 
thousands of very ‘gratified’ customers and have 
received hundreds of unsolicited letters praising 
our products and service.” 

Funways, your objections are noted. I'm sorry 
you got the impression from the October review 
that | gave Accu-Jac a cursory and disinterested 
test. Space limitations prevented me from giving 
a blow-by-blow description of my experience 
with the machine. But rest assured, | gave it a 
very thorough and probing test over the course 
of an evening, utilizing both the variable speed 
feature and the seven penis sleeves that came 
with Accu-Jac. 
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Unfortunately, / didn’t come with Accu-Jac, 
and | was obliged to report that fact to Mail-Or- 
der Feedback's readers. | conceded in the review 
that my reactions to the Accu-Jac—or lack of 
same—were due to “my own personal require- 
ments for a satisfying sexual experience.... If 
your needs are different from mine, the Accu-Jac 
might be just the ticket for you.” 

Speaking of my personal sexual requirements, 
the implications you made that | have “no sexual 
imaginative powers” and “don't like masturba- 
tion” were totally unfounded. Everybody here at 
HUSTLER knows I'm the biggest jerk-off on the 
entire staff. 


THE FUCKING G.I. 

The Japanese geisha's submissive sensuality 
is a big favorite with a lot of American guys, and 
after viewing this movie, it isn't hard to under- 
stand why. Two superfine pieces of Nipponese 
nookie work in tandem in this film to bring off an 
American soldier, and the lucky guy has only to 
lie back as he gets his joint royally serviced. 

The actresses in Fucking G.l. strip off their 
kimonos to reveal typically compact Oriental 
vodies with firm, medium-size tits and sparse 
cunt hair. Number-one Nookie is played by 
Jasmine (HUSTLER's April 1976 cover girl), who 
has been in so many fuck flicks her gash should 
be dipped in wet cement at Grauman's Chinese 
Theatre. But Jasmine’s overexposed body still 
stimulates hard-ons here, as she and Nip Nookie 
Number two alternate deep-throat drafts on the 
dogface’s wang. The footage of Jasmine first 
fingering, then tonguing the N. N. Number two's 
asshole while Number two rides the GI's peg is 
also a turn-on. 

When the soldier pulls out of Number-two 
Slant-Eye's box, Jasmine dives into the action to 
field his erupting load with her lips. Nip Nookie 
Number two delicately licks all the cum off 
Jasmine’s muzzle and then swabs Jasmine’s 
twitching clit with her jizz-laden tongue in a lesbo 
finale that should give the viewer a new sexual 
slant. 

This Terry and the Pirates wet dream is well 
photographed and is sharply focused, giving 
the film a high-class look. The Fucking G.I. is 
in regular 8mm color and costs $20 from VIP 
International, P O. Box 3496, Baltimore, Mary- 
land 21226. The word in the industry is that 
VIP International is a reliable mail-order outfit. 
However, since this is our first encounter with 
them, we would really appreciate feedback from 
readers about good or bad experiences they 
have had with VIP International 


FEEDBACK LETTERS 
| ordered an adult magazine assortment, plus 
“10 Free Gifts” from Dynamic Distributors, Inc. 
(P O. Box 2900, Grand Central Station, New 
York, N.Y. 10017). My check cleared the bank, 
and | received an acknowledgment card from 
Dynamic, but | haven't gotten my order after 
almost four months. Nor has there been any 
response to the two letters | sent trying to goose 
Dynamic into action. 
| ordered these items through the company’s 
direct-mail advertising, but | noticed that your 
magazine advertised the same offer from Dy- 
namic Distributors in a few issues. What gives 
with this shit? 
R.S. 
Brooklyn, New York 


Dynamic Distributors explained that their service 
has been sagging lately due to a flood of orders 
during last summer. They assured us they've 
gotten their back-order problem bailed out now, 
and your order should be arriving in the near 
future. However, let us know if it doesn't, and we 
will attempt to rectify the matter with Dynamic 
Distributors, Inc. 


Two months ago, | complained to you about 
the Overlook Company; yet it still advertises in 
your magazine. in February 1976, | mailed $1 
to Overlook for postage and handling of their 
advertised “new sex education and information” 
package. | have received nothing. | don't want my 
dollar back. | want the $21 worth of the material 
offered for that dollar in the ad in your magazine. 
I'm sorry to put you to so much trouble, but 
believe me, | do not intend to let this thing “blow 
over.” 

aT 
St. Petersburg, Florida 


Because of many complaints from readers, 
Overlook Company is no longer an advertiser in 
HUSTLER. Overlook's final ad appeared in our 
September 1976 issue. The September issue 
closed May 1, 1976, months before you sent this 
letter. The thing you do not realize is that it takes 
about four months from the time we begin editing 
an issue till the time it is on the stands. Our 
decision in June to terminate Overlook Company 
would not be reflected until the October issue of 
HUSTLER went on sale. We are very sorry about 
this confusion and delay. 


If you have any problems with the service 
you receive from any mail-order advertisers, 
including those In HUSTLER, write us a letter 
so we can alert other readers to possible rip- 
offs. Include the firm's name, address and 
all pertinent facts about the incident. We'll 
contact the firm and check It out. If you have 
dealt with a good, reliable company, we 
would like to know that, too. Address your 
letters to: Mail-Order Feedback, HUSTLER 
Magazine, 40 West Gay Street, Columbus, 
Ohio 43215. 
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MAIL-ORDER MANIA 


 ACCU-JAC® is the only automate am 


4] appliance for every type of sex— all at 
T a vibrator. Hands-free 


CORDLESS ELECTRIC MASSAGER [eel | feomao-df oreaton, Cres for orts. i fovepiy 
Send $1.00 For Postage Prone. t : Sib chien Meas eon m 


bio-chem labs: 


Box 321, Dept. 1H, New York, N.Y. 10016 


YOU IMPOTENT? 
A NEW MANAGEMENT TECHNIQUE HAS BEEN 


DEVELOPED TO CONTROL ALL PROBLEMS, 
YOU WILL NEVER REGRET ASKING POR THIS FREE 


iENLARGE E INFORMATION. THES IS A VERY SERIOUS 


ADVERTISEMENT. 
'YOUR SEND STAMPED ADDRESSED ENVELOPE TO: 
1 NEW SCIENTIFIC MANAGEMENT TRANSPLANT INC. 
) PENIS ae HOX 5698 POMPANO BEACH, PLA, 33064 


¥¥ 


FREE! FREE! FREE! FREE! FREE! FREE! 
2 SY x2 


NOBULL! 


That's right! Your name is worth $5 to us _. . so we'l 
send we absolutely FREE an explicit $4 imported 

magazine, plus our $1 sex Borged action 
packed catalog, plus a valuable surprise gift! 


Positively no gimmicks # Must be 21 to order 
i Send $2 to cover postage and handling to: : 

10) FREE DEAL, Dept. 2290 10) 
\U 6311 Yucca, Hollywood, CA 90028 

ks us std 


os 


ENLARGE YOUR PENIS TO | 
MAMMOTH DIMENSIONS! 


a WITH 
\ PEUER PUMP 


FULL LENGTH 


SEX BOOKS 


[ or 20 for $5.00 
Send $1 to cover postage & handling 


TIFFANY ENTERPRISES Dept. 2290 
6311 Yucca St., Hollywood, Calif. 90028 


GUARANTEED NOT A GIMMICK 


Yes, this big 13” device is scientifically 
designed to enlarge your penis. It | 


can develop those muscles which 
control size and firmness of 
Staying power during inter- 


You can now buy this beautifully de- 
signed Hyperemiator (organ enlarger) 
direct from the factory. Fast, fast ship- 


ment of your order! 6311 Yucca 


Hollywood, CA 90028 


This amazing design and technique has 
been thoroughly user-tested and grateful 
letters from customers tell us of their 
happy success! We have so many un- 
solicited testimonials of satisfaction that 
we are able to make an unconditional 
guarantee backing our belief we have 
an Organ Builder that really works. We 
absolutely guarantee that if we don’t 
help to solve your problem, your money 
will be refunded without question! 
WE BELIEVE 


OUR HYPEREMIATOR WILL: 
e Increase size of organ, both diameter & 


. Sptain immediate rigid erection, even though 
normal erection is difficult 
« Cause organ to be more sensitive to touch 
+ Increase staying power 
« Increase desire 
WHAT YOU RECEIVE WHEN YOU 
PLACE THIS ORDER: 
@ A complete Hyperemiator Unit with 
instructions, ready for use. 
© Plus—a bonus offer of the only 
Magaxine written about the sub- 
ject, showing before and after pic- 
tures, complete history (with pic- 
tures) on all the known devices and 
methods ever used for enlarging the 
male organ. 
For this complete bargain pack- 
age send cash, check or money 
order in the amount of $29.95 to: 
SAEPAS ENTERPRISES, INC. 


P. 0. BOX 42301 HOUSTON, TEXAS 77042 


C.0.D.’s, accepted. Enclose $5.00 deposit. 


SLIM INCHES AWAY IN 
THE AMAZING NEW 


semagaeinetti 
HANDLING 
DIVERSE INDUSTRIES- 7651 HASKELL AVE*DEPT-CY VAN NUYS. CA. 91406 


Boby TAPER-TRIM sHiRT 


Puts power in your sex 

appeal as it reshapes you to 

Now the most famous and funniest party more manly ‘‘tapered"’ 

record ever made is available on Records, 8- proportions! 

Track and Cassette. This contest features * SMOOTHES TORSO 

various fartists locked in the mightiest sounds * BUILDS CHEST 

of individual combat ever recorded. Send . * STRAIGHTENS BACK 

$6.00 per unit (includes postage and handl- * SLIMS ABDOMEN 

ing) to Pee ah ons poe ty pales, We. + CINCHES WAIST 

5 ecify Record, rack or Cassette. 

MO's orcash: shipped immediately. Checks: * FLATTENS BULGES 

15 days. Dept. H-2 Extra-light, extra-comfortable 
f long line undershirt puts 

power net LYCRA SPANDEX 

& NYLON to work providing 

firm, smooth control from 

chest to lower abdomen. 

Smoothes out bulges and 

trims you with unprecedented 

built-in slimming-power. Worn 

as an undershirt, It works 4 

to keep you in shape. 

Completely machine 

washable. White only. 


INSTANTLY HOLDS sg y 
STOMACH IN! f 


EY (P= 
cs) \ p seve GUARANTEE 


Hit yeonyygnt gre " 


a 


2 for $5 a 


“Doc” Johnson Marital Alds Catalog 
This new "Doc" Johnson catalog will open the door to 
the most exciting range of sensual pleasures you have 
ever imagined. Discover delicious ways of being sexually 


and emotionally satisfied. 96 pages ‘ 
FROM Purchose Price Refundable 
Catalog of Leather Bondage and THIS... THIS... if not 100% Satisfied 
Restraints =eaeBeenBee RB BEBE BEE 
For the first time, have all your questions answered with R. S. SALES, Dept. 2290 
complete discretion—SUBMIT...to the Catalog of 6311 Yucca St., — se nciry — 
Leather Bondage and Restraints. Filled with items you My chest is nches. (Exhale & measure chest. 
‘ SIZES: [] $ (34-36), () Med. (38-40), () Lg. (42-44), 
may have dreamed of—and some you haven't. TL) XL (46-48), 2x (50-52) Add 50c per order post 
age & handling. Total Enclosed $ __________ Calif. 
residents add 6% tax. For COD enclose $2.00 deposit. 


Name 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
lf for any reason you are not satis 
fied that our Hyperemiator does all 
we say, simply return for a prompt 
refund, no questions asked 


Send check or money order (cash not accepted) for 
$5.00 (#1998) postpaid to: 

Leasure Time Products Address 
P.O. Box 2206, Dept. HU277, Columbus, Ohio 43216 City State ip 


— ADULTS ONLY — 


TZ 


| $mm 
~~» color 
| stags 


ORGYS - GROUPS 
LMD, 
BOX 85051 


HOLLYWOOD, 
CALIF. 90072 


FREE SEX 


ACTION PHOTOS 


Plus GIANT “NO BULL CATALOG” featuring the great- 
@st selection of sex products, films, photos, books, maga- 
zines, etc. Plus a valuable FREE GIFT. Adults 21 or over, 
State your age. Just send $1 to cover postage & handling 
to: Parker Sales Co., Dept. HU-2, P.O. Box 203, Forest 
Hills, N.Y. 11375. 


B AVER PLEASER 


MAKE LOVE ALL NIGHT LONG. 


This therapeutic aid is made of the 
finest, smoothest Latex available 
Shaped like the real thing. Hollow 
interior, unique loop straps. Medi- 
cally designed to overcome impo- 
tence from psychological origin 
Prolongs and sustains erection 
Available in small (#0630), medium 
(#0640) and large (#0650) sizes 
$12.50 
Send check or 
money order (cash not 
2ccepted) for $12.50, which in- 
cludes postage and handling 
Send stock no. for size to 
Leasure Time Products 
P.O. Box 2206, Dept. HU277, Columbus, Ohio 43216 


10 FREE 
SEX BOOKS 


Guaranteed to be Full Length — THIS IS NO GIMIC 
Send $2.00 to cover Postage and Handling 
CR SALES — 6311 Yucca St. 
Hollywood, Calif. 90028 Dept. 2290 


TWUANA 2 (SEX) 

CRCPAGE E> SE COMICS 

BX | 1 To FOR $5 
\ AY 24 For $10 


SEX ACTS! a PPLY ' 
COLLECTOR'S COMIX, BOX 85417, HOLLYWOOD. CA. 90072 


just . GIRL NEXT DOOR 


like except I'll do anything to please 
the | aman. You can see |'m pretty 
* young, but I've learned a lot “in 
++ 1, * school.” If you'd like to see what 
’ | can do to light your fire, send $2 
for a personal letter and some very 
private pictures | had taken just 
for you, Write to Cathy Baker, 


-O. Box 855- A-383, Sharon, Penna. 16147 


SINGLE? 


Don't spend another lonely evening! 
Now you can meet single guys or gals in 
a dignified, friendly, relaxed manner 
and at very low cost. No obligation, no 
salesman will call. Contacts all over U.S 
& Canada. For free literature send name, 
address, sex & 50¢ for postage, handling 
SINGLES SEARCH, Dept. »29 
Box 55093, Sherman Oaks, Calif. 91413 


vr 


ULLGETABANG... 


dat of wearing these seductive teasers 


#87 OPEN END. No crotch 15 denier hose. 
Black or Nude. Sizes 81-11. $4.95 

2440 KEEP YOUR COOL. Short, sexy little 
charmer, Black. S-M-L. $8.95 


#935 OPENING WIGHT. Open front bra 
No crotch panty. Lace trimmed. Black, Red, Nude 
S-M-L. $6.95 


89 BARELY THERE. Separates and adds cleavage 
to your fanny, Black. S-M-L. $2.50 3 for $6.95 


32450 CAN CAN GARTER BELT— $4.95 
#350 SCANTIE PANTIES 3 for $4.95 


#99 HOLE IN OME. Sheer nylon with daring 
cut out. Black, Red, Nude, Blue. S-M-L 
$2.95—3 for $7.95 


#105 PIGALE SATIN HALF BRA $5.95 


#250 MONMARTRE SATIN GARTER BELT 
with 6 garter belts $5.95 


328 SINARA, SHOULDER LENGTH GLOVES $8.95 
#26 BLACK DIAMOND OPERA HOSE $5.95 


ORDER ABOVE 4 ITEMS AS SET 
AND SAVE 2 FS SET $25.00 


#440 


No crotch 


Name 
\ | Address 
y ory 


#935 71°} (f - , 


No crotch \ 
> 


FF 


7471 Melrose Ave. Hollywood,Ca. 90046 
Please rush me the following items. | have enctosed 
CO) Cash Money Order for FULL amount 
(SORRY — NO C.O0.D."S) 


Check 


StYit # 


TOTAL 


Cup Sue Height 


Calif. res. add 6% tax 


CATALOG RUSHED BY 


| AND WHOLESALE 
| RETURN MAIL! 


APrES Wy) 
| IVIOUIES - | 
\ 


CINEMA 
DEPT.HU-2B0x 85417 § 
HOLLYWOOD, CA 90072 § 


PLEASE ENCLOSE $1 
POSTAGE & HANDLING TO 
—_——— 


BEST BY MAIL 


Rates: Write National, Box 5, Sarasota, Fl, 33578 
SLEEP-Learning--Hypnotism! Strange catalog free! 
Autosuggestion, Box 24-H, Olympia, Wa. 98507 _ 
EXPLICIT Slides, unprocessed films. Catalogue 
50¢. HSP, Box 2187, Bramalea, Ont., Canada 


BE A MAN On Command! Capsules give you an 
erection anytime. 100% safe, effective. Try “‘Hard 
Time!” 30 day supply $10.00 postpaid. Money back 
guarantee. Hazelton Products, Box 8741, St. Peters- 
burg, Fl. 33708 5 ; 
SENSATIONAL Sex Catalogues. $3.50. Multicraft, 
18 Grant Ave., Burlington, Ma. 01803 = 
SWINGERS Telephone Exchange. Discreet person- 
al_ introductions. Couples - Singles. Plamates, Box 
3355, York, Pa. 17402. (717) 845-1635 

MEN’S LIB! You say “Yes” or “No” to women 
in your area. Our gals ready to make first move. 
Send just $1.00 for personal communication: In- 
side Man, 3942 No. Central Ave., Dept. HRI, Chi- 
cago, III. 60634 os Eaas és - 
“SWINGERS 69er’. Photos, addresses, $5.00. 
“UNK", 455-H 99th, Niagara Falls, N.Y. 14304 
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¥ 
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The°Ecstacy~ 
of the 
Orient! 


ANCLENT JOS 
GINSENG CAPSULES 


“Exotic!” ... “Ecstatic!’’. . . These are 
the pure sounds of pleasure that de- 
scribe ANCIENT JOYS Ginseng Cap- 
sules! Have you tried them yet? Once 
you do, you'll know why Movie Stars, 
Men of Action and Famous Playboys 
find these Oriental capsules to be the 
“coup de grace’’ to so many pleasur- 
able experiences. 
POTENT! PURE! 

Takes 6 years to bring this ancient herb 
to full maturity! But all you have to do 
is swallow a capsule! Pure, Potent! 
Imported in its raw form from Korea. 
ANCIENT JOYS belongs! Money back 
if not TOTALLY satisfied! 


50 Capsules $5.95! 100 - 10.50; 
200 Capsules - 18.50; 
300 Capsules - 25.95! 


(50 capsules FREE with 25.95 order!) 
Cash or check to: JOYS UNLIMITED, 
Dept. 2290, 7168 Melrose Ave., Los 
Angeles CA 90046. 
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5023 
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2070 


2641 
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5910 
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DONG BONG (ceramic)—$13.50 
TITTY TOKER (ceramic)—$12.50 


SMOKER'S KIT (A)—Everything 
you need, Papers included. $15 


LOVE LITE—2-piece crystal lamp 
includes 25 wicks for 600 hours 
of romantic candlelight. $5.95 


SOAP ON A ROPE—$6 


FLOWER OF LIFE PENDANT (gold)— 
$9.75 or 2 for $18 


MARIJUANA LEAF NECKLACE 
(silver)—$3.75 


WORLD SEXUAL RECORDS—Authentic 

factual record. Over 380 pages. $5.75 

SEX DEVICES—Over 100 listed, EX P R ESS 
color photos, illustrated. $5.75 

PENIS ENLARGEMENT TECHNIQUES— ORDERING 
color photos. $5.75 


also available with: 24-hour toll-free service. 
VACUUM PENIS ENLARGER— Order now by calling 1- 
Featuring transverse pump action 800-848-9107. (In Ohio, 
Directions included. $29.95 call: 1-800-282-9216.) 


(Both 2619 & 5910 for $32.) 


How Ta Do 
Photographs 
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LEASURE TIME PRODUCTS P. O. Box 2206 ¢ Columbus, Ohio 43216 


Please Print HU277 
Name Date 


Address 


City State Zip 


Enclosed is my 0 check 0 money order (cash not accepted), 
or charge to my 0 BA 0 MC 


Signature 


am of 


POSTAL SCALE 


Under $5 add 50¢ Subtotal $__-___ 
$5 to $10...1.00 Ohio residents, add 4% sales tax =—_____ 
Over $10... 1.50 
Postage, handling and insurance 
(see scale) 


TOTAL $I. 


Pt Seen 


With LEASURE TIME's Private Movie Projec- 
tor you'll never have to shout “down in front,” 
again. Equipped to handle super 8mm films, the 
projector is easy to load and operate. It has an 
adjustable light and film guide, a speed contro! 
for fast and slow motion and focus adjustment 
for closeup action. 

The portable projector can be held in one 
hand, leaving your other hand free to grab 
popcorn, licorice whips or any other treat in 

our lap. Plus, if you order now, LEASURE 
TIME will send you one free movie from the list 
below. Batteries and popcorn not included. 


LEASURE TIME PRODUCTS HU277 
P.O. Box 2206 © Columbus, Ohio 43216 


category 
For projector 0 #3850 DYKES IN HEAT A 
and movie © #3851 ENEMA BANDIT 8 
package @ $19.95, © #3852LIVESTOCKLUST C 
check here 0 #3853 ORAL ORGY 0 


CIRCLE CATEGORY LETTER FOR ADDITIONAL 
MOVIES @ $9.95 each. 


EXPRESS Subtotal $.__ 
ORDERING Ohio residents, add 

24-hour toll-tree 4% sales tax 

service. Order now Postage, handling 

by calling our pleas- and insurance 1.25 
ant operators at ———_—. 


1-800-848-9107, (in Onio. $ 
call: 1-800-282-9216.) TOTAL 


Please Print 
Name Date 


Address 


City State Zip 


Enclosed is my © check O money order (cash not 
accepted), or charge to my 0 BAO M 


mo year 
Signature 


| am of legal age and understand that my product is 
Quaranteed for 30 days and will be replaced free of 
charge it found defective due to craftsmanship 
Otherwise all sales are final, (Dealer inquiries invited ) 
(Ade $2 for foreign orders.) 


Ce a ae eee 


l | Sabseripttion Coupon | 


| CHIC MAGAZINE ¢ P. O. Box 2208 * Columbus, Ohio 
| 43216 HU277 | 


| 21 year at $18 (U.S.) C) 1 year $21 (FOREIGN) | 
© 2 years at $34 (U.S. © 2 years $40 (FOREIGN) 
i ©) 3 years at $49 (U.S. © 3 years $58 (FOREIGN) 


Please Print 
Name Date 


| Address 


City State Zip 


Enclosed is my © check 9 money order (cash not 
| accepted), or charge to my 9 BA 0 MC 


— SS : 


Signature 


120 


“COME, SPOT. COME” 


When it comes to owning a pet, nothing beats a Pet — 
Cock. Oh, we know you dog lovers might ey sige, 
with us, but when you put the two side sd si 

it’s really quite obvious. For one thin ee e 
Pet Cock doesn’t have to be trained, it’s alread 
housebroken. Plus, if it’s pro rly cared fe on 
it will last for many years. In fact, Sitka 
been known to outlive their masters. Bu t 
a dog good for? Maybe 20 years, if vag 
off the streets. Best of all, ‘he Pet cal = 
in the picture, you can boar the ages 
come on command...So a ma isn 13 a 
a dog, it’s really a cock 3 Alter. a i wood ee) 
trade what's swinging between your legs. tee eff 
Mexican hairless? The Pet Cock—100% pedigree. —_— 


y » 
SQ95 


¢ 
d Send check or money order for $7.70, which 
includes 75¢ for postage, handling and insurance 
to: LEASURE TIME PRODUCTS, Dept. HU277 
P. O. Box 2206, Columbus, Ohio 43216. Include stock 
number—5912. Ohio residents, add 4% sales tax. 
Add $2 for foreign orders. 
EXPRESS ORDERING... 24-hour toll-free ser- 
vice. Order now by calling 1-800-848-9107. (in 
Ohio, call: 1-800-282-9216.) 
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WHAT DO THESE FAMOUS PEOPLE 
HAVE INCOMMON? 


Edward R. Murrow Buster Keaton 


They all died of lung cancer. 


A PUBLIC SERVICE ADVERTISEMENT FROM HUSTLER MAGAZINE 


